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was  fairly  alive  with  alligators,  but  it  was  necessary  to  cross  on  the  log  to  the  opposite 
in  Half  way  across,  Fred  lost  his  balance.  He  grabbed  at  a  branch,  which 
broke,  and  then  he  fell  plump  into  the  water. 
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Fred  Fear  not  in  the  Big  Swamp 

\ 
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Exciting  Times  in  the  Everglades 


By  HAL  STANDISH 

v 


CHAPTER  I. 

A  MYSTERIOUS  THREAT. 

*  < 

After  their  trip  to  Walton,  a  pretty  little  town  in  the 
upper  part  of  New  York  State,  Fred  Fearnot  and  Terry 
Olcott  were  back  in  the  city  once  more. 

They  had  played  a  fewr  games  of  baseball  and  made  a 
visit  upon  an  old  friend,  Jack  Clare,  and  bad  greatly  en¬ 
joyed  themselves.  But  now  they  found  that  Freds 
parents  were  away  in  the  country  and  that  the  big  man¬ 
sion  on  Fifth  avenue  was  closed. 

It  was  warm  in  the  city,  too,  and  Terry  was  not  slow 
to  express  his  opinion  that  they  bad  no  business  in  New 
York  in  such  a  torrid  season.  But  Fred  laughed. 

“That  is  just  like  you,  Terry,  old  pal.  You  can  never 
keep  still  for  any  length  of  time  nwwhere.  I  suppose 
you  will  want  to  make  a  break  now  for  some  out-of-the- 
way  place.” 

“You  can  never  charge  that  up  to  me,  Fred  Fearnot, 
more  than  to  yourself.  I  do  know  that  you  are  a  worse 
hand  to  stay  at  home  than  I  am.  Why,  if  it  was  not  for 
vou  T  would  he  at  home  all  the  time.” 

“See  here,  Terry,  that  is  a  figment  of  your  imagina¬ 
tion.  If  it  had  not  been  for  me  you  might  now  he  hold¬ 
ing  down  a  stay-at-home  job  on  the  farm,  of  course,  but 
now  that  you  have  the  wander  fever  you  are  the  worst  I 

ever  saw.” 

“All  right!”  growled  Terry.  “We  will  go  back  to  the 
country  and  settle  down  if  you  say  so.  1  want  you  to 

know  that  T  am  dead  game.” 

[fort  laughed,  for  he  knew  that  he  was  for  a  fact  as 
\,,A  ^  his  chum  for  wandering  around  the  world. 

The  two  boys  were  of  the  up-to-date  and  progressive 
y\  r,d  of  youths  and  ready  at  all  times  for  a  trip  of  adven¬ 


ture  or  any  enterprise  that  would  promise  the  making  of 
fame  or  money. 

They  always  stood  ready  to  fight  for  the  right  or  to 
defend  the  weaker  side,  for  both  had  a  high  sense  of 
honor,  and  this  had  made  them  very  popular  throughout 
the  whole  country. 

But  Fred  went  down  to  see  his  Wall  Street  brokers, 
Middleton  and  Kennedy,  and  he  learned  from  them  that 
things  were  at  present  very  dull.  It  was  to  be  expected 
though  in  the  warm  season,  when  all  the  financiers  were 
away  on  their  vacations  at  the  mountains  or  the  seaside. 

“What  in  the  world  brings  you  and  Olcott  to  the  city 
this  kind  of  weather?”  asked  Middleton.  “Why  if  I  could 
get  away  from  my  business  as  you  can  I  would  be  up  in 
the  Adirondack^  or  some  other  fine  place.” 

Fred  laughed  and  Terry  began  to  joke  on  the  subject, 
and  several  other  brokers  who  were  in  the  office  joined  in. 

While  they  were  thus  engaged  one  of  the  clerks  in 
Kennedy’s  office  came  in  and  handed  Fred  a  letter. 

Fred  glanced  at  it  and  then  he  broke  the  seal. 

He  gave  a  start,  for  he  saw  it  was  postmarked  in 
Florida.  It  was  written  in  a  scrawling  hand  and  read  as 
follows : 

“Mister  Fred  Fearnot: 

“Dear  Sir — This  is  to  let  you  know  that  there  are  bad 
men  on  your  track,  and  if  you  do  not  send  ten  thousand 
dollars  to  Jim  Hogan,  Palm  Creek,  in  this  State,  you  will 
be  dead  in  three  weeks.  If  you  want  to  live  and  be  happy 
all  the  rest  of  your  life  you  will  not  fail,  on  your  peril. 
Send  money  in  a  sealed  package  by  mail.  We  will  send 
you  receipt  in  full  and  a  warrant  that  you  will  be  safe  for 
the  rest  of  your  life  from  the  vengeance  of  the  Iron 
Arm  Band.  We  need  the  money.  We  have  our  eyes  on 
others  of  you  rich  men.  Yours  expectantly, 

“THE  IRON  ARM.” 
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Fred  read  this  effusion,  and  then  he  whistled  and 
passed  it  over  to  Terry.  After  he  had  also  read  it,  Terry 
gave  a  whistle  and  passed  it  hack  with  a  significant  ges¬ 
ture. 

‘‘The  sender  of  the  threatening  letter  is  now  in  Florida, 
it  seems,”  he  said.  “I  think  we  ought  to  do  something 
about  it,  Fred.” 

“Oh,  nonsense!”  laughed  Fred.  “It  is  too  absurd! 
If  you  pay  any  heed  to  such  things  you  would  only  en¬ 
courage  the  playing  of  such  games  right  along.  This 
threatening  letter  business  is  one  of  the  greatest  of  all 
nuisances  and  it  ought  to  be  stopped.” 

The  brokers  had  heard  this,  and  now  Fred  passed  the 
letter  all  around  and  they  read  it  with  interest. 

But  Broker  May,  an*old  friend  of  Fred’s,  took  it  more 
seriously  than  the  others,  and  be  said : 

“If  it  was  me  I  would  try  and  find  out  who  this  crank 
is.  He  may  or  may  not  be  harmless,  but  it  is  not  a  com¬ 
fortable  feeling  that  a  fellow  of  that  kind  is  on  your 
track.” 

“You  are  right.  May,”  said  Fred.  “But  up  to  this  mo¬ 
ment  I  have  been  too  busy  to  give  any  attention  to  the 
matter.” 

“Well,  you  ought  to,  Fred.  You  do  not  know  but/ that 
the  fellow  will  make  an  attempt  on  your  life  some  time. 
You  know  it  does  not  require  courage  to  do  that.  In  fact, 
it  is  always  the  coward  that  does  it.” 

Fred  realized  that  Broker  May  was  right,  but  he  put 
the  matter  aside  as  usual  and  forgot  it  promptly. 

A  little  later,  Fred  and  Terry  left  Middleton’s  office 
and  went  uptown  to  call  on  a  friend. 

It  was  later  in  the  day  when  they  came  out  of  his  house 
and  at  once  went  over  to  the  Hotel  Belmont,  where  they 
were  staying  while  in  the  city,  as  the  Fearnot  house  was 
closed. 

As  Fred  and  Terry  entered  the  dining-room  they  saw 
a  handsome  youth  sitting  at  one  of  the  tables,  who  in¬ 
stantly  jumped  up  and  ran  over  to  them,  exclaiming: 

“Hello,  Fearnot  and  Olc'ott !  I  am  dead  glad  to  see 
you !  I  went  up  to  your  house  to  call,  but  it  was  closed, 
so  I  thought  you  were  out  of  town,” 

“The  folks  are  out  of  town,”  said  Fred  to  the  youth, 
whose  name  was  Dick  Hall,  and  who  had  long  been  an 
acquaintance  of  the  two  boys.  He  was  a  fine  fellow,  as 
they  knew. 

They  sat  at  the  table  with  Dick  Hall  and  talked  for 
some  time.  He  told  them  that  he  had  been  down  to  Cuba 
in  the  tobacco  business  and  that  he  was  now  interested  in 
a  plantation  in  Florida. 

This  interested  Fred  and  Terrv  and  they  asked  him  all 
kinds  of  questions  about  the  place  and  what  he  did  down 
there. 

“Oh.  I  have  no  end  of  fun!  I  go  hunting  in  the 
swamps  and  fishing  in  the  lakes  and  rivers,  and  there  is 
always  something  to  do.  Then  my  plantation  is  coming  I 
right  along  and  soon  I  will  he  harvesting  mv  crop  \of 
tobacco. 

Fred  asked  Dick  where  his  plantation  was,  and  he  said: 

“It  is  located  at  a  place  called  Palm  Creek  and  is  not 


far  from  til 


Ike 


eehobee  swamp.  The  land  is  of  the  best 
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the  country  is  wild  and  fine  for  sport 


» 


Indians  down  there?”  asked  Terry. 


“Oli,  vos,  a  branch  of  the  Seminole  tribe!  But  they 
arc,  so  far  as  I  know,  harmless  and  peaceable.  I  have  not 
heard  of  any  scalping  parties  since  I  have  been  then*. 

Fred  and  Terry  laughed  and  then  a  sudden  recollection 
came  to  Fred  and  he  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  drew 
out  the  letter  he  had  received  from  Palm  Creek. 

He  handed  it  over  io  Dick  and  said,  with  a  laugh : 

“How  is  it,  Dick,  old  pal?  Are  there  any  Black  Hand 
men  down  there?  What  do  you  mean  by  telling  us  that 
it  is  such  a  law-abiding  region.  It  seems  to  me  that  it 
is  far  from  that.” 

Dick  was  astounded,  and  he  read  the  letter  with  a 
cloud  on  bis  brow.  He  whistled  and  handed  it  back  to 
Fred  and  looked  at  him  in  a  very  serious  way. 

“What  have  you  done  about Ht,  Fred?” 

“Why,  nothing!”  said  Fred,  in  surprise.  “What  on 
earth  did  you  think  I  would  do?” 

“Why,  you  do  not  know  how  serious  it  is.  That  gang 
of  the  Iron  Arm  is  one  of  the  most  dangerous  in  the 
country.  It  has  been  the  means  of  causing  the  deaths  of 
a  dozen  prominent  men  in  the  South  and  the  officers  of 
the  law  are  unable  to  catch  any  of  them.” 

Fred  and  Terrv  both  were  greatly  amazed. 

It  was  a  revelation  to  them  and  they  were  now  in¬ 
clined  to  take  a  more  serious  view  of  the  matter.  But 
Fred  said: 

“T  have  received  such  letters  before  and  I  seldom  give 
them  much  attention.  It  is  generally  the  work  of  a 
physical  coward,  who  is  not  to  be  feared",  anyway.” 

“I  will  admit  that  is  so  in  many  eases.  I  am  inclined 
to  your  idea  myself  in  the  ordinary  case,  hut  I  happen  to 
know  that  these  fellows  are  a  had  lot.” 

“Well,”  said  Fred,  “I  will  keep  on  my  guard.  If  T  get 
hold  of  the  villain  or  any  of  the  gang  I  will  make  such 
an  example  of  him  that  it  will  not  be  soon  forgotten.” 

Fred  then  asked  Dick  when  he  was  going  back  to 
Florida. 

“I  expect  to  start  South  in  a  few  days.  I  am  going  to 
put  in  some  more  tobacco  land.” 

Splendid  !  T  wish  T  could  take  a  look  at  your  planta¬ 
tion.  Some  time  when  I  am  down  in  the  South  I  will 
call  on  you.”  *  » 

“Do  so.  In  facial  wish  you  would  take  a  trip  down 
there  with  me  and  be  my  guest  for  a  while.” 

“Oh,  mv  !”  laughed  Terrv.  “It  is  not  the  time  of  year 
for  that,  Dick,  for  it  must  be  boiling  hot.” 

See  here,”  said  Dick,  “you  will  not  feel  the  heat  as 
much  as  you  do  here  in  midsummer,  and  that  is  my  word 
on  it.  I  know,  for  I  have  lived  down  there  for  many 
years.  The  climate  is  about  even  the  year  around,  which 
is  more  than  you  can  say  for  this  part  of  the  world.” 

•  ^n,ir0  ‘  ^iat  s0<  Dick.  I  do  think  the  climate 
in  this  part  of  the  country  is  the  worst  in  the  world  at 
times.” 

“So  if  is,  Fred,  for  tliere  are  but.  three  or  four  months 
out  of  the  year  that  it  is  safe  to  live  hore.  Como  ahead 
down  with  mo  and  we  will  g0  hunting  in  the  Everglades. 

I  want  to  tell  you  that  my  plantation  is  right  on  a  river 
that  runs  through  the  Everglades  and  I  am  building  a 
Imat.  that  I  am  going  lo  take  a  trip  with  through  the 

Okeechobee  laike  and  all  through  that  region.  Como  on 
and  join  me.” 
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V:vd  and  Terrv  were  naturally  interested 

'  V 

It  certainly  was  an  alluring  scheme,  for  they  knew 
that  there  would  be  much  that  was  interesting  in  the 
great  swamp. 

But  Fred  did  not  just  then  think  it  was  possible  for 
him  to  go.  Dick  kept  pleading,  and  he  added: 

“You  can  do  something  to  look  up  the  author  of  that 
threatening  letter.  It  will  be  easier  to  trace  the  villain 
there  than  here  in  New  York,  where  he  may  have  con¬ 
federates/’ 

“You  tempt  me  greatly,  Dick.  But  it  looks  incongru¬ 
ous  to  go  to  Florida  at  this  time  of  the  year.” 

“Goodness  gracious!  This  is  the  time  to  go.  The 
climate  is  not  appreciably  hotter  and  the  vegetation  is 
grand,  for  it  is  the  summer  season  which  you  <do  not  get 
when  you  2:0  down  there  in  the  winter.” 

Fred  realized  all  this,  and  he  and  Terry  were  deeply 
impressed.  But  they  would  not  say  that  they  would  go. 

A  little  later  the  boys  came  out  of  the  restaurant  and 
Fred  and  Terry  shook  hands  with  Dick  Hall,  and  Fred 
said : 

“We  shall  see  you  again,  I  hope,  Dick?” 

“I  hope  so.  I  am  to  be  here  for  two  or  three  days.” 

After  the  youth  had  gone  Fred  and  Terry  talked  the 
matter  over  and  Terry  declared  that  he  was  inclined  to 
believe  that  they  could  'have  some  fun  down  in  the  Ever¬ 
glades. 

“Realty,  Fred,  I  believe  it  would  be  good  fun.  We 
could  take  our  Winchesters  with  us  and  get  a  shot  at  a 
bear  or  deer  and  bag  a  wildcat  or  two.  We  can  solve  that 
mystery  of  the  Iron  Arm  and  perhaps  do  the  community 
and  the  country  a  favor  by  bringing  the  rogues  to  justice.” 

Fred  was  doing  some  thinking,  but,  of  course,  it  would 
have  been  foolish  to  think  of  starting  out  on  a  trip  of 
that  kind  without  giving  it  plenty  of  thought. 

It  involved  much  consideration  and  neither  was  yet 
prepared  to  decide  what  they  would  do. 

But  as  Terry  said  it  looked  good,  for  there  was  no 
doubt  that  they  could  have  a  lot  of  fun  and  accomplish 
an  end  of  some  consequence  which  meant  that  their  time 
would  not  be  wasted. 

Dick  had  shown  them  a  poster  that  had  been  scattered 
throughout  the  country,  offering  a  reward  of  ten  thou¬ 
sand  dollars  for  the  arrest  and  conviction  of  the  leader  of 
the  Iron  Arm  gang. 

But  Fred  and  Terry  were  now  busied  with  a  little 
business  affair  that  claimed  their  attention.  A  man  came 
to  call  on  Fred,  who  was  interested  in  some  land  on  the 
East  Side  of  the  city  that  Fred  had  acquired,  and  as  there 
was  some  discussion  as  to  the  boundaries  he  asked  Fred 
to  go  over  to  the  land  with  him, 

Fred  assented  and  they  set  out,  and  Terry  stayed  at  the 
hotel  to  write  some  letters. 

The  land  was  in  a  back  street  near  the  East  River  and 
it  was  sure  to  be  valuable,  as  Fred  tried  to  impress  upon 
the  fellow,  and  they  looked  it  over  carefully. 

It  took  some  time  and  it  was  in  the  edge  of  the  even¬ 
ing  when  Fred  got  away  from  the  man.  He  took  his 
of  him  at  a  street  corner  and  proceeded  to  walk  hack 
to  the  hotel,  which  was  on  Forty-second  street. 

j  r*-d  wu ng  along  at  a  fast  gait  and  bad  reached  the 
corner  of  Third  avenue,  when  suddenly  something 


whizzed  past  his  ear  through  the  dark.  The  moment  the 
object  passed  his  ear  Fred  turned. 

He  just  caught  sight  of  a  figure  darting  into  a  door¬ 
way  and  he  made  a  leap  after  it. 

The  object  had  struck  the  pillar  of  the  elevated  struc¬ 
ture  and  had  clanged  on  the  sidewalk.  Fred  had  just 
time  to  pick  it  up  as  he  went  after  the  thrower. 

He  felt  a  queer  chill,  for  he  saw  that  it  was  a  dirk 
knife. 

It  told  him  a  very  strange  and  thrilling  thing. 

This  was  that  someone  was  after  his  life,  for  it  had 
been  thrown,  no  doubt,  with  murderous  intent. 

If  it  had  hit  its  mark  Fred  would  have  been  killed,  or, 
at  least,  badly  wounded. 

Fred  darted  into  the  doorway  with  great  swiftness,  but 
he  found  only  an  empty  space.  He  was  too  clever  and  too 
cautious  to  run  into  a  trap,  so  he  stopped  in  the  dark 
hallway. 

It  was  fortunate  that  he  did,  for  he  heard  a  muttered 
growl  from  the  gloom  beyond,  and  another  object  came 
flying  through  the  air  toward  him  and  stuck  in  the  panel 
of  the  wooden  door. 

It  was  a  knife  similar  to  the  other. 

Fred  saw  that  he  would  likely  be  murdered  if  he  tried 
to  go  further,  and  wisely  he  retreated  to  the  street.  But 
he  called  an  officer  on  the  corner  and  reported  to  him  the 
incidents,  and  a  call  was  sent  in  for  the  police. 

In  a  few  moments  there  was  a  large  squad  on  hand  and 
the  house  was  raidbd. 

But  no  trace  of  the  mysterious  would-be  assassins  was 
to  be  found.  They  had  covered  up  their  footprints  well. 

The  police  did  their  best,  but  could  not  find  the  gang. 
Fred’s  story,  of  course,  was  well  authenticated,  for  he 
had  the  two  deadly  knives  to  prove  it. 

He  was  required  to  go  to  police  headquarters  to  tell  his 
story,  for  it  was  very  important  and  the  police  were  con¬ 
stantly  on  the  track  of  the  secret  assassins,  and  this  was 
one  of  the  best  clews  they  had  yet  got  hold  of. 

When  Fred  got  back  to  the  hotel  it  was  late  and  Terry 
was  waiting  for  him,  much  worried. 

“What  happened  to  you,  Fred?”  he  asked.  “I  have 
been  worried,  for  fear  that  those  unknown  murderers  had 
got  hold  of  you.” 

“Well,  Terry,  your  fears  were  not  without  foundation. 
It  realty  did  look  bad  for  me  for  a  while.” 

With  that  he  told  his  story  to  Terry,  who  was  very 
greatly  astonished  and  startled. 

“Great  Caesar!  Fred,  they  mean  it,  don’t  they?  It 
looks  bad,  for  you  will  not  know  when  your  life  is  safe.” 

“You  are  right,  Terry.  T  am  inclined  to  take  notice 
of  the  matter  now.  There  is  something  in  it.” 

“I  thought  so  from  the  first.  I  believe  we  must  do 
some  little  detective  work  ourselves.” 

The  boys  discussed  the  affair  with  much  excitement. 

But  they  could  not  decide  what  to  do,  and  it  was  about 
the  hour  of  eleven  when  there  was  a  rap  on  their  room 
door  and  in  walked  Dick  Hall,  with  a  newspaper  in  his 
hands. 

He  was  much  excited. 
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danger,  as  you  say,  but  T  would  not  worry  at  present. 
Have  von  any  good  reason  for  thinking  that  the  gang 
will  do  them  harm?” 

“No,  not  exactly,  but  still  there  is  a  strange  premoni¬ 
tion  T  have  had  ever  since  leaving  home.” 


Fred  and  Terry  looked  up  as  Dick  came  in  and  they 
were  for  a  moment  surprised  at  the  expression  on  his  face. 

“1  say,  you  fellows,  what  have  you  been  doing?  The 
street  is  full  down  here  of  newsboys,  calling  extras  of  the 
assault  of  the  mysterious  assassins  of  the  Iron  Arm  band 
on  Fred  Fearnot.  Is  it  true?  Are  you  the  Fred  Fearnot 
named  ?” 

“It’s  dead  right,  Dick!  I  am  the  party  of  the  first 
part.  I  am  guilty  of  the  incident.” 

Dick  whistled  and  looked  at  Fred  for  a  moment  in 
silence. 

Then  be  said : 

“Old  pal,  you  do  not  seem  to  realize  it.  You  do  not 
seem  to  care  for  the  fact  that  your  life  is  in  deadly  dan¬ 
ger.  You  are  marked  as  an  example  for  that  gang,  and 
you  had  better  get  a  bodyguard,  for  they  will  get  you,  as 
sure  as  fate.” 

“Oh,  I  see!”  said  Fred,  coolly.  >  “It  is  no  doubt  true, 
all  that  you  sav,  Dick,  but  you  have  not  counted  on  the 
fact  that  I  may  get  one  or  two  of  them.” 

“OIi,  sav,  it  is  not  worth  while!  There  are  so  many  of 
them  and  to  try  to  fight  them  would  be  suicidal.” 

“Good  gracious!  What  would  you  have  me  do?  Give 
up  to  them  without  a  struggle?”* 

“Oh,  no!”  said  Dick.  “But  it  would  be  a  wise  plan  in 
my  estimation  for  you  to  keep  on  your  guard  constantly.” 

“That  is  what  I  am  doing  at  this  moment.” 

Dick  looked  at  Fred  for  a  moment  in  vender  and  real 
distress,  for  he  could  not  believe  that  Fred  was  able  to 
realize  in  any  degree  what  danger  he  was  in. 

He  took  out  his  handkerchief  and  wiped  the  perspira¬ 
tion  from  his  brow.  He  drew  a  deep  breath. 

“You  beat  all  the  fellows  I  ever  saw,  Fearnot.  You  are 
as  cool  and  unmoved  as  if  nothing  had  happened.” 

That  made  Fred  and  Terry  both  laugh. 

“What  would  you  have  done,  Dick  Hall?  What  should 
wc  do?  What  good  would  it  do  to  make  a  fuss  over  it?” 

Dick  could  not  exactly  answer  this  question,  but  he  fin¬ 
ally  grew  more  calm  and  at  last  asked : 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“Well,  we  haven't  yet  decided.  It  is  a.  good  plan  to 
wait  for  the  next  developments,  I  guess.” 

“Goodness  gracious!  The  next  developments  will  be 
the  arrangement  for  your  funeral  if  you  do  not  take 
care.” 

“All  right,”  laughed  Fred.  “There  will  he  other 
funerals  with  mine,  you  can  be  sure.” 

But  now  Fred  became  serious  and  he  talked  with  Dick 
for  a  time,  and  finally  Dick  said: 

“Do  vou  know  I  have  a  horror  of  this  gang  of  ruffians. 
I  fear  for  my  sister  and  my  mother  in  Palm  Creek.  There 
are  many  of  the  gang  make  a  rendezvous  there,  T  am  sure, 
and  if  they  should  take  a  notion  to  do  them  harm  I  would 
not  be  able  to  go  to  their  help,  for  1  am  so  far  awav  from 
them.” 

“Oh,  mv!  It  is  foolish  to  worry  about  them  until  you 
have  reason  to  do  so,“  said  Fred.  “Of  course  they  are  in 


Just  then  there  was  a  rap  on  the  door  and  Terry  went 
and  opened  it.  A  bellboy  stood  on  the  threshold  with  a 
telegram  in  his  hand. 

“Is  Mr.  Hall  here?” 

Dick  sprung  to  his  feet  with  white  face. 

He  seemed  to  divine  what  was  in  the  telegram. 

He  opened  it  and  read  it,  and  then  he  fell  almost  in  a 
faint,  on  the  floor  of  the  room.  Fred  and  Terr}'  lifted 
him  and  laid  him  on  the  bed.  Then  Fred  glanced  at  the 
message. 

It  was  dated  at  Palm  Creek,  Florida,  and  read : 

“To  Richard  Hall: — Come  as  quick  as  you  can.  The 
Iron  Arm  gang  have  stolen  Bessie  and  are  bolding  her  in 
the  big  swamp  for  ransom.  The  whole  countrv  is  up  in 
arms.  YOUR  MOTHER.” 


Both  Fred  and  Terrv  knew  that  this  meant  that  Bessie 

j 

Hall,  the  pretty  sister  of  Dick,  had  been  stolen  by  the 
gang  of  thieves  and  thugs  and  that  she  was  being  held 
for  ransom. 

It  was  really  a  terrible  thing,  as  the  boys  knew,  and  it 
was  good  reason  for  Dick  to  turn  faint,  for  the  idea  of  his. 
sister  in  the  hands  of  those  villains  was  not  a  pleasant 
one  to  contemplate. 

Dick  recovered  pretty  quick  and  he  looked  at  Fred  and 
Terry  and  asked  in  a  hollow  voice: 

“Oh,  what  shall  I  do?  They  may  kill  her!” 

“Be  brave,  Dick,”  said  Fred,  coolly.  “You  may  be  in 
time  to  save  her  if  vou  lose  no  time.  It  is  not  a  loner  run 
back  to  Florida  and  they  will  hold  her  safelv  for  a  time, 
or,  at  least,  until  they  are  sure  whether  they  will  get  the 
ransom  or  not.” 


Of  course  Dick  w&s  sensible  enough  to  realize  this  and 
he  was  disposed  to  grow  calmer. 

But  he  was  still  in  that  state  of  mind  that  bordered 
on  frenzy,  for  Bessie  Hall  was  a  charming  girl  and  her 
fate  in  the  hands  of  such  villains  was  too  horrible  to  con¬ 
template. 


Dick  at  once  made  preparations  to  take  the  first  train 
to  the  South.  He  could  get  a  midnight  train  to  Jackson¬ 
ville,  and  he  made  preparations  to  do  so. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  sav  that  Fred  and  Terry  were 
greatly  interested  in  the  case  and  they  were  tempted  to 
take  part  in  it. 

Dick  seemed  to  diving  this,  and  he  asked : 

Do  you  fellows  think  it  would  he  possible  for  vou  to 
go  South  with  me?” 

Dick/  said  Fred,  “we  would  not  hesitate  if  we 

thought  we  could  be  of  service  to  vou  or  assist  in  the  rcs- 
sue  of  Bessie.” 

Dli,  I  am  sure  that  you  could!  Can't  you  make  it 
your  way  to  go  along  with  me?  If  T  had  you  with  me  1 
would  have  much  more  courage.” 

Fred  looked  at  Terrv,  who  said: 

“Great  Scott!  Why  should  we  hesitate.  Fred?  We  are 
our  own  masters,  and  it.  is  nothing  for  us  to  take  a  trip 
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ol  that  kind.  It.  would  give  us  something  to  do  and,  be¬ 
sides,  it  would  settle  that  attempt  on  your  life.  Really, 
it  is  wise  in  yon  to  take  some  measures  yourself  to  deal 
with  the  ruffians.” 

1’  red  saw  that  Terry  was  right. 

He  hesitated  but  a  moment,  and  then  he  said  with  de¬ 
cision  : 

“Done!  We  will  go!” 

Dick  Hall  was  so  pleased  that  he  fairly  wept. 

He  went  up  and  threw’  his  arms  about  Fred  and  fairly 
hugged  him.  He  was  completely  overcome  with  joy. 

“I  shall  never  forget  you,  Fred  Fearnot.  You  are  the 
best  fellow  in  the  world  and  everybody’s  friend.” 

‘‘Don't  give  me  too  much  flattery,  Dick,”  laughed 
Fred.  “But  I  want  you  to  keep  up  your  courage,  for  we 
will  save  Bessie.  I  do  not  believe  the  rascals  will  do  her 
any  harm  until  they  are  sure  they  will  not  get  the  ran¬ 
som.” 

‘‘Ah,  but  wdien  they  find  that  they  are  not  going  to  get 
it,  what  then?  I  fear  the  worst.” 

“There  are  many  ways  to  get  around  that,  Dick.  Let 
them  think  that  you  are  going  to  pay  the  ransom  and  then 
fool  them.  It  will  be  a  good  idea  for  you  to  send  word 
down  that  you  will  pay  when  you  get  there.  It  is  per¬ 
fectly  legitimate  to  fool  such  crooks  as  those.” 

So  Dick  wrent  out  and  wired  to  Palm  Creek  that  the 
kidnappers  wait  until  he  should  get  there. 

Fred  and  Terry  found  it  lvas  short  notice  for  them, 
but  they  at  once  went  over  to  Fred’s  home  in  Fifth  ave¬ 
nue  and  hunted  up  the  caretaker  and  got  into  the  house. 

It  didn’t  take  long  for  them  to  pick  up  their  clothes 
and  their  effects  for  a  stay  in  a  tropical  country.  They 
also  found  their  Winchester  rifles  that  they  had  used  in 
their  western  trips,  and  they  took  them  also.  They  had 
all  their  effects  at  the  hotel  before  ten  o’clock. 

A  short  while  later  they  were  ready  to  go. 

Of  course,  Dick  wras  overjoyed,  and  he  ivas  greatly  re¬ 
lieved.  If  he  had  to  start  out  alone  he  would  have  been 
in  a  far  different  state  of  mind. 

So  it  happened  that  at  midnight  the  three  boys  were 
at  the  Jersey  City  Station  ready  to  take  the  train. 

They  secured  berths  in  the  sleeping  car  and  turned  in 
right  away.  They  slept  all  right  and  when  they  got  up 
the  next  morning ‘they  were  speeding  down  through  Vir¬ 
ginia  on  their  way  to  Richmond. 

Dick  sent  wires  at  intervals  on  the  journey  to  let  his 
mother  know  that  he  was  coming  and  they  would  alleviate 
her  anxiety.  The  train  was  the  fast  Jacksonville  Express 
that  went  through  in  thirty-six  hours. 

The  ride  was  a  fast  one  and  the  boys  made  the  best  of 
if,  though  the  anxiety  of  Dick  was  hard  to  bear. 

Down  through  the  Caroling  they  went  and  in  due  time 
arrived  at  Savannah.  It  was  now  a  swift  run  through  the 
State  of  Georgia  to  Jacksonville,  and  then  a  train  must 
be  taken  to  the  lower  part  of  the  State  of  Florida. 

When  the  train  stopped  at  Waycross  t ho  boys  got  out 
end  walked  up  and  down  the  station  platform. 

Some  native-  were  standing  near  and  gazed  at  the  boys 
with  curiosity. 


“Yes,”  said  Fred,  quietly.  “There  is  a  reason,  for  one 
of  those  men  is  McCall,  the  desperado,  who  I  had  a  scrap 
with  the  last  time  1  was  in  Florida.” 

Even  Dick  had  heard  of  the  famous  Georgia  desperado 
and  bad  man,  who  had  a  record  for  killing  helpless  men, 
and  he  looked  at  McCall  with  interest  and  curiosity. 

It  seemed  to  make  the  desperado  mad,  for  lie  made  a 
movement  as  if  lie  would  pull  a  gun,  but  Fred  spoke  up 
in  a  voice  of  steel : 

“Don’t  try  that  again,  McCall!  I  think  you  got  the 
i  worst  of  it  the  last  time  we  met !” 

The  bad  man  turned  on  Fred  like  a  shot. 

1  He  sti  iml  at  Fred  and  then  his  face  changed,  and  he 
sprang  forward  in  a  hearty  manner  and  grabbed  his  hand. 

“Hang  me  fur  a  ’possum!  It's  ther  leetle  feller  from 
ther  North,  who  played  ther  show-down  game  with  me 
down  ter  Apopka.  Yer  lookin’  right  pert,  I  reckon.” 

Fred  laughed  and  shook  hands  with  the  desperado. 

“I  am  fine,  McCall.  You  look  just  the  same.  Have 
you  been  killing  anyone  lately?” 

The  desperado  smiled,  for  he  would  take  the  joke  from 
Fred  all  right.  But  he  said  : 

“Mister,  I  once  killed  a  man  for  savin’  less  than  that 
to  me.” 

“Oh,  well,  I  guess  you  will  not  kill  me,  for  we  are  too 
good  friends.  But  I  am  after  some  bad  men  this  time 
who  are  not  of  your  class.  What  do  you  think  of  that?” 

“Thunder !  They  must  he  pooty  bad.” 

“Well,  they  are,  for  they  make  war  on  women.  In 
this  case  they  have  stolen  away  from  her  home  a  very 
pretty  girl  and  we  are  going  to  get  them  for  it.” 

McCall  was  interested,  and  he  asked: 

“Who  in  thunder  are  ther  cusses?” 

“One  of  them  is  called  Jim  Hogan.  I  do  not  know 
any  more  about  him.  Have  you  ever  heard  of  him?” 

McCall  gave  a  quick  start. 

“Eh  ?  Waal,  I  guess  I  do  if  it  is  ther  same  critter.  He 
is  on  my  trail,  so  I  ought  to  know  about  him.  He  is  one 
of  those  cusses  who  put  up  blackmailing  jobs  on  people.” 

“That  is  the  chap.  I  thought  you  might  have  heard 
of  him.” 

McCall  did  know  Hogan  and  he  proceeded  to  tell  a 
great  many  things  about  him.  Fred  listened  nntil  the 
train  prepared  to  go  out. 

“McCall,”  said  Fred,  “I  wish  we  had  j^ou  with  us. 
You  could  help  us  much  to  capture  the  rascal  and  it 
would  he  a  measure  of  self-protection  t  os  you  as  well,  as  he 
is  seeking  your  life.” 

“Mister,  if  T  had  carfare  to  Palm  Creek  I  wTould  be 
only  too  glad  to  do  anything  to  run  down  ther  cuss.” 

“Do  you  mean  that?” 

“Thar’s  my  paw  on  it.” 

“And  you  will  help  us  to  track  down  the  kidnappers?” 

“I  wouldn’t  like  anything  better.” 

Fred  looked  at  the  villain  for  a  moment  and  he  made 
up  his  mind  that  ho  was  sincere.  Of  course  he  knew 
that  McCall  was  a  bad  man  and  as  treacherous  as  most  of 
his  class,  hut  in  this  case  lie  might  act  on  the  square.  So 


“Tho-e  chap-  are  quite  interested  in  us,  aren’t  they?” 
laughed  Dick.  “1  -ee  that  they  have  an  eve  on  you  espe¬ 
cially,  Fred.” 


lie  took  a  chance. 

“Here  is  fifty  dollars,  McCall. 
Creek  on  the  next  train.” 


Come  down  to  Palm 
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“Woopla !  I  will  be  with  you  as  soon  as  I  can  get  thar.” 

“Be  sure  of  it.  i  might  come  back  after  you.” 

McCall  grinned  and  looked  at  Fred  with  a  queer  light 
in  his  cold,  merciless  eyes.  But  he  retorted: 

“1  am  not  afraid  of  you.  1  have  got  it  in  to  settle 
with  you  some  time.  McCall  never  forgets.” 

“All  right,”  said  Fred.  “Let’s  get  Hogan  and  his  men 
first  and  then  you  and  I  will  settle  our  little  affair.” 

Fred  and  Terrv  sprung  aboard  the  train  and  were  soon 
*  speeding  on  their  way  to  Jacksonville. 

Dick  had  been  a  surprised  witness  and  listener  to  the 
meeting  of  Fred  and  the  noted  Georgia  desperado,  and 
he  said: 

“I  don’t  see  how  you  are  going  to  trust  that  fellow, 
Fearnot.  He  admits  that  he  is  your  foe  and  that  he  is 
only  waiting  for  the  chance  to  get  square  with  you.” 

“He  is  not  taking  any  more  chances  than  I  am,” 
laughed  Fred.  “He  is  in  just  as  much  danger  as  I  am. 
If  he  tries  any  treachery  I  will  be  ready  for  him.” 

“My !  I  could  never  deal  with  such  fellows.” 

In  due  time  the  train  arrived  at  Jacksonville  and  the 
boys  were  soon  aboard  the  other  train  that  vrent  to  the 
lower  part  of  Florida.  They  had  to  cross  the  town  to  take 
it  and  as  they  pulled  out  on  the  long  ride  to  Palm  Creek 
they  got  berths  and  went  to  sleep. 

In  the  morning  they  were  at  their  destination,  or  at 
least  at  the  junction,  where  they  were  to  take  a  stage 
across  to  the  Creek. 

They  alighted  from  the  train  in  a  wild,  out-of-the-way 
place  in  the  -woods  and  the  station  master  was  a  genuine 
Florida  Cracker.  He  looked  at  the  boys  with  interest  and 
remarked : 

“I  reckon  you  ’uns  hev  come  a  heap  of  a  -ways?  Come 
down  after  bear  an’  deer,  hev  yer?” 

“Yes,  two-legged  ones,”  remarked  Terry.  “Have  you 
seen  any  of  that  kind  around  here?” 

The  station  master  was  astonished  and  looked  at  Terry 
in  a  critical  and  penetrative  way. 

“Air  yew  detectives?” 

“What  makes  you  think  we  are?” 

“Waal,  ye  asked  a  question  that  nobody  but  a  detec¬ 
tive  would  be  apt  ter  ask.” 

“By  jingo!  You  are  pretty  keen,  my  friend.  We  are 
after  some  bad  chaps.  It  is  human  game  we  want.” 

“Oh,  I-  see!”  exclaimed  the  station  master.  “Waal, 
yer  are  welcome,  if  that  is  the  case.  Thet  gang  of  kid¬ 
nappers  hev  got  Miss  Bessie  Hall,  one  of  ther  pootiest 
gals  in  Palm  Creek,  and  they  want  ten  thousand  dollars 
for  her.” 

“That  is  it.  Well,  we  want  them  for  less  money  and 
when  we  get  them  •nobody  would  pay  ten  mills  or  a  cent 
Jor  their  carcasses  ten  minutes  after  we  get  them.” 

The  station  master  was  greatly  impressed. 


swagger.  “We  will  not  give  them  a  chance  to  escape. 
The  whole  State  of  Florida  will  not  be  big  enough  to  hide 

them.” 


'ferry  had  an  object  in  this  bluster,  as  he  and  Fred 
understood.  They  were  determined  that  the  kidnappers 
should  be  impressed  by  the  fact  that  officers  from  the 
North  had  come  down  to  apprehend  them. 

This  would  place  them  in  a  false  light  and  enable  them 
to  conceal  their  real  game,  which  was,  as  Fred  had 
planned  it,  a  sharp  one.  But  now  it  was  necessary  to  get 
transportation  across  the  country  to  Palm  Creek. 

In  the  little  place  there  was  hardly  a  vehible,  but  fin¬ 
ally  they  found  a  farmer  who  had  a  buggy  and  an  old 
horse  and  he  was  induced  to  hitch  the  nag  up  and  they 


started  for  the  Creek. 

But  about  a  mile  out  on  the  road  the  horse  was  taken 
ill  and  Fred  made  the  farmer  a  present  of  five  dollars, 
and  the  boys  went  on  afoot. 

It  was  considered  ten  miles  to  Palm  Creek  and  ten 
miles  in  the  Florida  sand  was  no  joke. 

But  the  boys  plodded  on  and  made  the  tramp  as  easy 
as  possible  by  frequent  rests.  They  finally  reached  a 
point  not  more  than  two  miles  from  Palm  Creek  village, 
when  suddenly  Dick  Hall  stopped  and  gave  a  low-toned 
exclamation. 

“I  am  sure  that  we  are  being  followed,’-  he  said.  “I 
saw  a  man’s  figure  in  the  bushes  off  to  the  right  there. 
Just  take  a  look  over  there  and  tell  me  if  you  see  any¬ 
one.” 

Fred  glanced  ^n  the  direction  named  and  saw  that 
there«was  a  man  lurking  in  the  scrub  growth. 

It  was  plain  that  he  did  not  know  that  he  could  be 
seen  and  he  was  watching  them. 


\\  ho  he  was  or  what  he  was  watching  them  for  was  a 
problem.  Fred  decided  to  find  out.  He  took  up  his  rifle 
and,  with  a  quick  movement,  fired  right  over  the  bush. 

The  shot  was  such  a  surprise  to  the  Peeping  Tom  that 
he  gave  a  yell  of  terror  and  sprung  right  out  into  view. 
Instantly  Fred  yelled: 

“Stop  where  you  are,  you  coward,  or  I  will  wing  you!” 
The  stranger  came  to  a  stop  and  turned.  He  obeyed 
f  red  s  command  to  approach  and  then  it  was  seen  that 

he  was  a  heavy-jawed  .fellow,  with  a  sullen  look  on  his 
face. 

I  hat  he  was  a  type  of  villain  Fred  was  sure. 

I  red  covered  him  with  his  rifle  and  asked : 

Now  tell  me  who  you  are  and  what  you  are  doing* 
lu're  M  hy  are  you  dodging  our  steps?” 

I  he  man  gave  a  grunt  and  answered : 

“I  was  going  the  same  way  and  I  did  not  know  you, 
so  I  kept  out  of  sight.  That  was  all.” 

But  Fred  was  not  satisfied. 

I  belie \ e  you  are  lying.”  he  said.  “Now  I  want  the 

truth,  or  I  will  bore  you  full  of  holes.  Out  with  it !  Who 
are  you?” 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  AFFAIR  WITH  THE  OUTLAW. 

“Thunder!”  he  gasped.  “I  hope  yer  will  get  them.” 
“Wo  are  not  the  kind  that  fail,”  said  Terrv,  with  a 


The  man  was  scared  now,  for  his  face  grew  grav  in  color 
and  he  began  to  whimper. 

“Boss,  I  am  an  honest  man.  I  never  did  anything 
wrong  and  you  need  not  fear  that  I  am  had.  My  name  is 

Haskins,  and  1  live  over  to  Three  Forks  on  the  Palm 
River.” 

Fred  looked  at  Dick  and  asked : 
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How  is  it,  Diek? 


truth;' 


Is  it  likely  that  lie  is  telling  the 

v  O 


Diek  looked  at  the  man  and  he  shook  his  head. 

“lie  is  lying,"  he  said.  “I  know  the  man  who  is 
named  Haskins  over  to  Palm  River.  He  is  not  the  man.” 
The  man  was  white  as  chalk  now,  and  he  exclaimed : 
“Boss,  he  is  my  brother!  1  am  Sid  Haskins,  and  he  is 
Lewis.  1  am  telling  you  the  truth.” 

Dick  went  up  to  the  man  and  looked  into  his  eyes.  He 


looked  at  him  for  a  moment  and  then  he  said : 

“\ou  are  not  Sid  Haskins,  and  you  know  it.  Why  do 
you  lie  to  us  in  such  a  manner?” 

The  fellow  saw  that  he  was  caught  and  he  now  began 
to  try  to  crawl  out  of  it  the  best  way  he  could.  He  de¬ 
clared  that  he  had  told  the  lie,  but  that  he  had  done  so 
because  he  was  afraid  that  he  would  be  held  on  some 


charge  by  them. 

“My  name  is  Tom  Collins,  and  this  time  I  am  telling 
you  the  truth.  I  am  going  over  to  Palm  Creek  to  do 
some  shopping  and  I  live,  as  I  told  you,  down  on  the 
Palm  River.”" 

“Say,  Dick,”  said  Fred,  “this  fellow  tells  so  many 
stories  that  I  think  we  had  better  hold  him  until  we  have 
learned  more  about  him.  He  may  be  a  criminal.” 

“I  agree  with  you,  Fearnot.” 

With  that  the  man  gave  a  sharp  cry. 

“Boss,  is  your  name  Fred  Fearnot?” 

“It  is,”  answered  Fred. 

“Well,  then  I  have  met  the  man  1  want  to  see.” 

With  that  he  drew,  quick  as  lightning,  a  revolver  and 
made  an  attempt  to  shoot  Fred.  But  before  he  could 
carry  out  his  purpose  Terry  had  him  by  the  wrist  and  he 
wrested  the  weapon  from  him  and  threw  him  down  onto 
his  knees. 

“Arou  scoundrel !”  exclaimed  Terry.  “What  do  you 
mean?  We  have  you  now  and  you  are  one  of  the  Iron 
Arm  gang,  I  believe.” 

But  the  villain  was  frothing  at  the  mouth,  for  he  was 
mad  as  a  hornet,  to  think  that  he  had  been  captured.  He 
hissed  at  Fred  like  a  snake  and  exclaimed: 

“I’ll  live  to  see  you  die,  hang  you !  I  hate  you,  for  you 
shot  my  son  in  the  West  in  a  fight  in  the  mountains !  I 
have  sworn  revenge !” 

Fred  was  dumfounded,  for  he  had  never  heard  of  the 
man  before  and  he  had  never  seen  him  or  knew  anything 
about  him. 

Neither  could  Fred  recall  shooting  a  man  in  the  West, 
a.^  he  had  declared.  But  Fred  knew  that  he  had  many 
encounters  with  rough  men  and  outlaws  in  the  West  and 
it  might  be  possible  that  he  had  really  had  an  encounter 
with  the  man’s  son. 

But  the  man  was  now  made  defenseless  and  it  was  a 
good  thing,  for  there  was  no  doubt  that  he  was  bad  in 
disposition  and  he  might  have  done  much  harm. 

That  he  was  sneaking  behind  them  for  the  purpose  of 
-hooting  one  or  more  of  them  the  boys  felt  sure. 

The  closeness  of  the  escape  made  Fred  and  Terry  al- 
mo-t  turn  cold  as  ice,  for  their  lives  had  been  in  great 


danger. 

Hut  the  ruffian  was  now  helpless  and  Fred  proposed 
they  take  him  over  to  Palm  Creek  and  turn  him 
o.f-r  to  the  con-table.  When  the  villain  heard  that  they 


were  going  to  do  t  his  with  him  he  began  to  beg  for 


mercy. 

“Gents,”  he  said,  in  a  whining  voice,  “I  know  what 
you  are  down  here  for.  The  Iron  Arm  has  stolen  the 
Hall  gal  away  and  they  have  her  hidden  in  the  big  swamp. 
If  you  will  let  me  go  free  and  will  give  me  money  I  will 
take  you  to  her  hiding  place.” 

Fred  turned  on  the  wretch  at  once. 

“Oh,  that  is  it,  eh?”  said  Fearnot,  savagely.  “Now 
we  have  the  right  line  on  }mu,  my  friend.  You  are  one 
of  the  gang  for  a  certainty,  and  if  you  do  not  tell  us  where 
the  girl  is  we  will  hang  you  right  here  to  that  tree.” 

With  that  Fred  dragged  the  villain  over  to  the  tree 
and  he  called  on  Terry  to  bring  some  rope. 

“We  will  settle  this  affair  right  here,”  he  said. 

Hadley,  which  was  the  man’s  name,  as  Dick  remem¬ 
bered,  was  now  scared  to  death  for  fear  of  being  hung 
and  he  begged  harder  than  ever  for  his  miserable  life. 

But  Fred  was  sharp  and  stern  and  he  demanded  that 
the  rope  be  brought,  and  Terry  pretended  to  go  for  it. 
But  the  villain  broke  down  and  said : 

“Gentlemen,  I  am  ready  to  confess.  I  am  one  of  Jim 
Hogan’s  men  and  he  sent  me  to  head  you  off  and  shoot 
you.  But  you  have  got  the  best  of  me  and  I  will  have  to 
give  in.  Now  spare  my  life  and  I  will  tell  you  all  and 
take  you  to  the  place  where  the  little  girl  is  kept.” 

Dick  was  so  excited  and  nervous  at  this  information 
that  he  wanted  to  take  the  fellow’s  word  and  agree  to 
his  plan. 

But  Fred,  who  was  wily,  said : 

“It  will  never  do,  Dick.  He  is  fooling  us,  for  he  will 
lead  us  into  a  trap.  I  can  see  the  deception  in  his  eye.” 

“Oh,  if  he  was  only  sincere  we  could  soon  have  Bessie 
safe.” 

“Certainly,  but  only  think  what  it  would  mean  if  we 
were  trapped.  It  would  seal  the  fate  of  all  of  us.” 

Of  course  Dick  could  see  that  Fred  was  right,  and  he 
said ; 

“You  are  wiser  than  I  am,  Fred,  and  I  leave  it  to 
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you 

Fred  went  along  as  if  he  was  going  to  hang  the  vil¬ 
lain  and  he  begged  harder  than  ever  for  his  life.  But 
Fred  was  inexorable  and  when  Terry  came  along  through 
the  woods  with  a  rope  he  had  gotten  at  a  negro  cabin  the 
villain  broke  down  and  begged  piteously  for  his  life. 

Then  Fred  went  up  to  him  and,  looking  straight  into 
his  eyes,  he  said  sternly: 

“I  am  going  to  give  you  a  chance.  You  can  guide  us 
to  the  place  where  Miss  Bessie  is  hidden,  and  if  you  show 
any  sign  of  treachery  I  will  shoot  you  down  like  a  dog.” 

The  fellow  swore  by  all  the  saints  that  he  would  be 
true  and  not  treacherous,  and  with  that  Fred  released 
his  feet  by  cutting  the  rope  around  his  ankles. 

Then  Fred  commanded  him  to  lead  the  way  and  they 
set  out  through  the  woods.  It  was  decided  to  start  after 
the  villains  without  going  to  Palm  Creek  first 

“Time  is  valuable,”  said  Fred.  “Now  we  have  the 
chance,  and  we  will  save  time  and  do  better  than  to  go 
down  there  and  come  back.” 

Of  course  this  was  logical  and  it  was  agreed  to  by 
Dick,  who  now  walked  behind  the  prisoner  with  his  re¬ 
volver  at  his  back. 
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Of  course  Hadley  was  alive  to  the  fact  that  he  would 
he  ically  shot  if  he  tried  any  treachery,  and  no  matter 
how  much  of  an  inclination  he  had  he  did  not  dare  to 
risk  it. 

So  they  tramped  through  the  woods  for  a  long  time 
and  at  last  came  to  the  shores  of  a  lake,  which  Dick  de¬ 
clared  was  called  Blue  Lake.  There  was  a  boat  moored  to 
the  roots  of  an  old  tree,  and  this  was  taken  by  the  rescue 

party. 

They  got  into  it  and  pushed  oiit  into  the  lake  and  were 
soon  rowing  out  over  the  gleaming  surface  in  the  hot  sun. 
The  lake  extended  to  the  horizon  southward  and  it  was 
known  that  it  was  only  a  part  of  the  great  Okeechobee, 
and  that  it  would  lead  them  down  into  the  Everglades. 

The  prisoner  now  became  calmer,  and  he  talked  in  a 

rational  wav  and  assured  the  bovs  that  he  was  on  the 
*/  */ 

square  and  that  he  would  not  be  guilty  of  treachery. 

“I  can  see  that  my  career  as  an  outlaw  is  at  an  end,” 
he  said.  “There  is  nothing  in  it,  and  I  am  glad  to  leave 
it  for  another  occupation.  I  am  going  to  reform  and 
leave  Florida  forever.” 

His  talk  was  listened  to  by  Fred  with  a  lack  of  interest, 
for  he  knew  well  what  it  was  worth. 

Fred  knew  that  the  fellow  was  an  outlaw  and  that  if 
he  tried  to  reform,  as  he  talked  of  doing,  he  would  sim¬ 
ply  break  his  resolution,  for  he  ivas  naturally  bad  and 
beyond  hope. 

But  Fred  allowed  him  to  talk  and  he  gained  much 
valuable  information.  This  was  what  Fred  wanted,  for 
he  had  decided  to  let  the  fellow  go  after  they  had  reached 
the  big  swamp. 

But  it  was  many  miles  of  journey  down  the  lake  to  the 
big  swamp  and  it  could  not  be  accomplished  that  night, 
so  after  they  had  floated  on  for  a  ways  and  it  begin  to 
get  dark,  Fred  ordered  the  boat  to  be  sent  ashore  on  an 
island,  and  they  prepared  to  spend  the  night  there. 

They  pulled  the  boat  up  on  the  shore  and  Terry  and 
Dick  began  to  prepare  the  camp. 

They  had  no  food,  but  it  did  not  take  long  to  catch  a 
few  fish  in  the  lake,  and  there  were  oranges  and  berries 
on  the  island  so  that  they  managed  to  find  food. 

After  this  was  done  and  they  had,  in  a  measure,  as¬ 
suaged  their  hunger,  the  boys  bound  their  prisoner  to  the 
base  of  a  tree  and  then  they  began  a  little  exploration  of 
the  island. 

It  was  found  to  be  quite  an  island,  covering  two  or 
three  square  acres.  There  were  all  sorts  of  vegetation 
on  it  and  there  were  some  other  things  also. 

They  were  walking  along  swiftly  when  Dick  gave  a 
yell  and  leaped  to  one  side.  To  his  leg  was  hanging  a 
monster  serpent,  with  its  fangs  in  his  boot  leg. 

It  was  the  luckiest  thing  in  the  world  that  he  had  worn 
boots,  for  the  fangs  of  the  reptile  would  have  pierced  any 
ordinarv  material  and  the  snake  was  a  horrible  rattler 


After  that  they  killed  seven  of  the  monster  rattler- 
and  the  island  seemed  alive  with  them. 

But  after  they  had  explored  the  island  they  made  their 
way  back  to  the  spot  where  they  had  left  the  prisoner, 
and  as  they  drew  near  Dick  gave  a  loud  cry  of  consterna¬ 
tion. 

“  He  is  gone  !”  he  shouted. 

This  was  seen  to  be  the  truth. 

The  prisoner  had  really  gone.  How  he  had  broken  his 
bonds  was  a  mystery.  But  it  was  a  fact,  nevertheless. 

Of  course,  all  search  possible  was  made,  but  the  worst 
thing  of  all  was  the  discoverv  that  t he  boat  had  gone  also. 
The  villain  had  taken  the  boat  and  made  his  escape  in  it. 

This  was  a  situation  indeed,  for  they  had  no  means  of 
getting  off  the  island  and  they  seemed  to  be  sure  of  stay¬ 
ing  there,  for  to  swim  would  have  been  risk  indeed  in 
those  waters. 

At  first  it  seemed  like  a  real  calamity,  but  Fred  fin- 
ally  said : 

“After  all,  it  is  not  so  bad,  for  we  would  have  had  to 
let  him  go,  anyway,  but  if  we  can  only  get  off  the  island, 
that  is  all  we  want.  I  think  we  can  do  it  all  right.” 

However,  this  was  found  to  be  a  problem  and  for  a  time 
they  were  in  a  quandary. 

But  finally  Fred's  inventive  faculty  came  to  their  aid 
and  he  hit  upon  a  plan. 

Fred  found  a  log  and  he  managed  to  drag  it  with  the 
aid  of  the  others  to  the  shore.  Another  was  soon  found, 
and  these  two  were  bound  together  with  some  stout  vines 
that  were  as  strong  as  rope,  and  this  made  a  sort  of  raft. 

On  this  they  trusted  their  lives  and  their  fortunes,  and 
it  was  luckily  a  safe  venture. 

They  managed  to  reach  the  mainland  beyond  and  by 
moonlight  they  went  ashore.  It.  was  not  long  before  they 
had  a  fire  going  and  a  camp  made,  after  a  fashion,  in  the 
woods. 

There  they  made  ready  to  spend  the  night. 

It  was  a  wild  experience. 

Beyond  in  the  gloom  of  the  night  they  could  hear  all 
the  sounds  of  the  Everglades,  with  the  accompaniment  of 
weird  notes  of  strange '  beasts  and  night  birds.  It  was 
wild  and  thrilling,  for  they  did  not  know  what  was  about 
them. 

Several  wildcats  came  up  and  glared  at  them  in  the 
gloom  and  I  red  shot  one  of  them.  As  it  would  be  useless 
I  slaughter  to  kill  them,  no  more  were  shot. 

I  he  night  passed  slowly  and  with  little  sleep  for  our 
adventurers.  They  were  glad  when  the  morning  sun 
broke  over  the  landscape. 


and  poisonous. 

It  was  a  close  call  for  Dick. 

But  Terry,  .coming  up,  killed  the  snake  and  it  measured 
seven  feet.  It  would  have  been  a  bad  snake  to  handle  in 
a  corner.  But  Dick,  who  was  pale  as  ashes,  said : 

“I  guess  1  am  not  born  to  be  killed  by  a  snake.  That 
is  the  second  reptile  of  the  kind  that  has  made  a  strike  at 
me.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 


IN  THE  BIG  SWAMP. 


The  boys  were  astir  at  once  when 
and  as  they  went  down  to  the  lake 
spirits  revived,  and  Fred  said: 

“Well,  it  does  make  a  difference  in 


the  sun  appeared, 
and  washed,  their 

the  morning,  don't 
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u.  follows?  1  guess  that  we  can  do  something  to-day  on 
our  own  hook." 

“I  can  see  now  that  it.  was  a  lucky  thing  that  we  got 
rid  of  that  fellow,”  said  Dick.  “He  was  treacherous, 
anyway,  and  we  did  not  want  to  kill  him.  But  we  are  in 
the  Everglades  and  we  had  better  stay  here.” 

"Of  course  we  will,”  said  Fred.  “We  will  now  rescue 
Miss  Bessie,  or  we  will  leave  our  hones  down  here.” 

This  sentiment  pleased  Dick  greatly  and  the  tears  came 
into  his  eyes.,  and  he  declared : 

“Fred,  I  shall  never  forget  you  and  Terry  for  your 
kindness  in  coming  all  the  way  down  here  to  help  me.  I 
can’t  tell  you  how  much  T  depend  on  you  and  what  it 
means  to  me.” 

“Oh,  that  is  all  right,  Dick!  We  are  enjoying  our¬ 
selves,  and  there  is  no  obligation  at  all.” 

The  hoys  were  able  to  make  up  a  sort  of  breakfast  and 
then  they  cast  about  them  to  see  what  they  could  do  to 
find  their  way  into  the  big  swamp.  / 

Dick  had  an  idea  how  to  get  there,  and  he  named  a 
route  which  he  believed  they  could  take. 

“All  right,  Dick.  Let  us  try  it,”  said  Fred.  “If  it 
goes  wrong  we  can  find  another  all  right.” 

So  they  took  the  route  named  by  Dick  and  soon  they 
found  themselves  in  a  deep,  swampy  tract,  with  great 
cypress  trees  all  around  them,  and  from  the  bare  branches 
there  hung  great  festoons  of  moss. 

It  was  a  wild  scene,  and  the  boys  were  deeply  im¬ 
pressed. 

But  as  they  went  on  ip  became  plain  that  they  were 
apt  to  lose  their  way,  and  Fred  said : 

“Dick,  it  seems  to  me  that  it  would  be  a  good  plan  to 
separate  a  few  hundred  yards  and  make  our  progress  in 
that  way,  for,  as  we  are  going  now,  we  are  likely  to  go 
right  around  in  a  circle.  We  would  be  losing  time,  as  I 
see  it.” 

Dick  saw  that  Fred  was  right  and  he  agreed  to  his  plan. 

So  the  boys  separated  for  a  few  hundred  yards  and 
kept  along  in  this  way.  They  penetrated  further  and 
further  into  the  big  swamp,  and  at  every  step  new  won¬ 
ders  were  revealed. 

It  was  certainly  a  wonderful  place  and  the  reptiles  and 
beasts  they  saw  were  many  and  strange. 

Legions  of  duck  and  other  water  fowl-  were  seen  flying 
over  and  it  was  not  hard  to  bag  enough  for  their  next 
meal  and  not  lose  any  time  on  their  journey. 

But  as  they  went  on  they  came  to  a  mighty  lagoon 
right  in  the  swamp,  where  there  were  to  be  seen  numbers 
of  alligators  basking  in  the  sun. 

As  it  happened  Terry  was  half  a  mile  away  and  had  no 
difficulty  in  going  around  that  end  of  the  lagoon.  But 
bred  had  to  come  to  a  stop,  because  he  was  at  the  widest 
part  of  it. 

Dick  called  to  Fred,  saying: 

“J  think  we  can  cross  here,  Fred.'  The  channel  is  nar¬ 
row  here  and  there  is  a  log  that  spans  it.” 

Fred  saw  that  this  was  true  and  he  made  his  way  to  the 
-pot  where  Dick  was. 

The  log  spanned  the  channel  just  where  they  wanted 
to  cross,  -o,  without  hesitation,  Fred  said: 

“Go  ahead,  Dick.  J  will  come  along  behind  you.  Look 
out,  for  the  log  -eom  to  be  slippery.” 


But  Dick  weut  out  upon  the  log  without  a  moment’s 
hesitation. 

The  place  was  alive  with  alligators,  but  it  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  cross  on  the  log  to  the  opposite  shore. 

Halfway  across  Dick  lost  his  balance.  He  grabbed  at  a 
branch,  which  broke,  and  then  he  fell  plump  into  the 
water. 

For  an  instant  it  looked  as  if  Dick  had  fallen  into  the 
jaws  of  the  lazv  alligators  sunnino*  themselves  under  the 
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log.  To  one  who  knew  nothing  of  the  nature  of  the  alii- 
gator  it  would  have  seemed  as  if  the  unfortunate  boy 
had  gone  to  his  death. 

But  the  alligators  were  well  fed  and  too  lazy  to  heed 
any  such  intrusion  of  their  quiet  and  nothing,  save  a  fine 
I  specimen  of  dog,  would  have  tempted  them  to  open  their 
jaws. 

For  a  moment  Dick  was  terrified,  for  it  was  indeed  a 
shock  to  fall  into  such  a  place,  but  he  landed  on  his  feet 
on  hard,  sandy  bottom,  and  was  the  next  moment  dragged 
out  by  Fred. 

Fred  exerted  all  his  great  strength  and  drew  his  friend 
out  upon  the  log  and,  as  Dick  once  more  stood  upon  the 
log  safely,  he  gasped : 

“Great  Cassar!  I  thought  I  was  gone  for  sure  that 
time.” 

“It  was  an  elegant  chance  for  the  alligators,  to  be 
sure,  Dick,”  laughed  Fred.  “But  they  did  not  seem  to 
take  you,  for  some  reason  or  other.  I  guess  you  were  not 
the  kind  of  meat  that  they  wanted.” 

Dick  laughed,  for  now  that  it  was  all  over  and  no  harm 
had  been  done,  there  was  no  need  of  making  serious 
matter  of  it,  and  the  two  boys  had  some  fun  over  it. 

But  they  got  across  and  were  soon  with  Terry,  who  had 
crossed  below,  and  now  it  was  a  question  what  it  was  best 
to  do  next. 

Thev  had  little  clew  to  guide  them  and  the  location  of 
the  den  of  the  kidnappers  was  as  yet  a  mystery. 

“I  see  no  other  way  hut  to  keep  on  at  random  in  the 
swamp,”  said  Fred.  “I  think  we  will,  sooner  or  later, 
find  a  clew” 

“That  is  right,  Fred.  I  have  heard  hunters  tell  of  the 
Hunters’  Home,  a  place  down  in  these  wilds  where  they 
seek  refuge,  and  there  are  some  shacks  built  that  can  be 
used  by  any  hunter  who  happens  to  be  down  here  and 
needs  shelter.” 

“What  good  would  that  do  us?”  asked  Terry. 

“Only  this:  We  might  find  some  hunter  or  trapper 
there  who  could  give  us  a  clew.” 

This  was  true,  as  the  hoys  knew,  and  they  decided  to 
try  and  find  the  retreat,  wherever  it  was. 

So  they  pressed  forward  through  the  swamp  and  at  last 
came  to  a  large  lake,  which  spread  before  them  as  far  as 
they  could  see,  like  a  mighty  inland  sea.^ 

As  they  looked  across  it,  Dick  exclaimed: 

“Is  it  not  a  grand  sight,  fellows?  It  is  a  handsome 
body  of  water,  in  my  opinion.  It  is  part  of  the  Okeecho¬ 
bee  Lake  and  at  the  entrance  to  the  Everglades.” 

“What  a  mistaken  idea  there  is  of  the  Everglades,”  re¬ 
marked  Fred.  “Most  people  think  of  them  as  a  dismal 
swamp  with  great  expanses  of  mire  and  slime,  with  snakes 
and  alligators  bathed  in  mud.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  is 
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only  a  large,  grassy  lake*  in  which  the  water  is  as  clear  as 
crystal  and  as  fresh  as  one  could  ask  for.” 

“That  is  right,  Fred,”  agreed. Dick.  “It  will  some  day 
be  the  paradise  of  the  hunter  and  sportsman.” 

“I  believe  you,  Dick.  It  is  certainly  a  grand  place  for 
shooting.  Just  look  at  those  ducks  and  the  wild  geese. 
Then  there  all  kinds  of  herons,  and  over  there  in  the 


edge  of  the  lagoon  I  can  see  deer  down  at  the  water  s 

edge,  drinking.” 

This  was  a  fact,  and  as  the  boys  gazed  at  the  sight  they 
felt  a  delight,  which  the  hunter  always  feels  in  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  game. 

But  they  now  made  their  way  along  the  trunks  of  fallen 
trees  into  the  heart  of  the  swamp  and  finally  they  came 
to  a  halt,  and  Fred  said: 

“It’s  of  no  use,  fellows,  we  cannot  go  much  further  on 
foot.  The  lake  is  opening  before  us  and  we  must  find 
some  kind  of  a  craft  to  cross  these  watery  wastes  with.” 

This  was  a  fact,  as  they  could  see,  and  they  had  for 
some  time  realized,  and  the  problem  was  one  that  de¬ 
manded  consideration.  But  just  then  they  heard  the 
sound  of  voices  raised  in  a  queer  kind  of  a  chant. 

It  was  a  strange  and  unearthly  kind  of  sound  to  be 
heard  in  those  wilds  and  the  boys  for  a  moment  were 
aware  of  an  uncanny  sense. 

But  the  next  moment  they  beheld  a  sight  which  was 
explanatory. 

Into  view  on  the  bosom  of  the  lake  they  saw  a  long 
canoe  of  bark  in  which  were  four  Indians.  They  were 
real  Indians,  too,  with  feathers  and  deerskin  robes. 

One  glance  was  enough  for  Dick,  who  exclaimed : 

“By  jingo!  It  is  old  Kineola  and  his  hunters.  He  is 
a  lineal  descendant  of  Oscedla,  the  famous  Seminole 
chief,  who  gave  the  whites  such  a  hard  fight  many  years 
ago  to  conquer  him  in  these  Everglades.” 

Dick  at  once  sent  up  a  loud  shout  that  caused  the 
Indians  to  stop  paddling,  and  they  turned  and  regarded 
the  three  youths  with  great  surprise.  In  a  moment  the 
chief  spoke  in  a  guttural  way  to  his  three  companions 
and  they  directed  the  course  of  the  canoe  over  to  the 
spot  where  the  boys  were. 

As  they  came  near  the  chief  recognized  Dick,  and  his 
face  lit. up  and  he  called  out: 

“Ugh  !  Young  white  hunter  lost  in  big  swamp?” 

“That  is  the  size  of  it,  Kineola,”  said  Dick.  “We  want 
you  to  help  us,  if  you  will.” 

The  canoe  was  beached  on  the  little  strip  of  sandy  land 
where  they  were  and  the  Seminole  chief  sprung  out. 

He  stood  before  the  boys  a  magnificent  specimen  of  the 
real  Indian,  over  six  feet  tall.  He  wore  fanciful  plumes 
of  the  wild  birds  of  the  swamps  and  presented  an  im¬ 
posing  figure. 

Dick  at  once  explained  matters  to  the  Seminole  chief 
and  he,  with  great  gravity,  listened. 

When  Dick  had  finished  speaking  he  said : 

“Ugh!  Me  know  all  about  the  bad  white  men.  They 
are  back  in  old  swamp  and  Kineola  can  take  white  boys 
there,  but  the  bad  men  will  fight  and  Indian  will  get  into 
trouble  if  he  makes  fight  with  palefaces.” 

“1  understand,  Kineola.  You  nend  not  worry  about 
that,  for  I  will  do  all  the  fighting  if  you  will  help  us  to 


find  the  gang.  If  you  will  do  this  I  will  reward  you  in 
any  way  that  you  may  ask.” 

The  Seminole  chief  hestitated,  for  he  knew  that  it 
was  a  delicate  thing  for  him  to  get  into  any  fight  with  the 
ruffians,  for  there  would  be  a  report  that  the  Seminoles 
had  cut  loose  and  were  on  the  warpath. 

It  would  mean  that  United  States  marshals  would  be 
sent  down-  to  arrest  them  and  the  experience  of  the  poor 
red  man  had  been  most  disastrous  in  the  acquiring  ol 
justice  in  the  past. 

But  Kineola  could  see  no  reason  why  he  should  not 
give  his  young  white  friend  the  information  he  sought, 
and  he  accordingly  asked  all  three  to  get  into  the  big 
canoe  and  go  with  him  to  his  village  in  the  heart  of  the 
swamp. 

He  made  his  offer,  which,  it  is  needless  to  say,  was  ac¬ 
cepted  with  alacrity  and  the  boys  got  into  the  canoe,  and 
the  three  Indians  at  the  paddles  gave  way  and  sent  the 
light  craft  speeding  away  across  the  lake. 

Pretty  soon  they  were  in  the  mouth  of  a  stream  or 
channel  that  led  into  the  wildest  depths  of  tropical 
growth  that  our  boys  had  ever  seen. 

It  was  certainly  a  wild  and  beautiful  spot. 

Great  masses  of  vines  hung  from  the  trees  and  across 
the  channel,  and  the  weird  mosses  of  the  Spanish  variety 
were  apparent  everywhere. 

After  the  Indians  had  paddled  for  an  hour  they  swept 
into  a  wonderful  little  lagoon,  with  waters  as  blue  as  the 
sky  overhead,  and  then  the  Indian  village  was  seen. 

It.  was  on  the  shore  of  the  lagoon  and  the  Indians  had 
wigwams  after  the  pattern  of  their  ancestors  of  a  century 
before  and  they  lived  in  just  the  same  primitive  fashion. 

Probably  nowhere  in  this  country  is  there  a  tribe  of 
Indians  so  primitive  and  true  to  the  traditions  of  their 
forefathers  as  the  Florida  Seminoles. 

They  have  not  forgotten  one  trait  of  their  ancestors, 
and  they  are  as  aware  of  the  fame  and  of  the  wrongs  of 
Osceola  as  ever  they  were.  To  them  he  is  not  a  tradition, 
but  a  reality,  and  they  look  forward  to  the  day  when  he 
will  come  out  of  the  sun  and  assert  his  rights  and  those 
of  his  people  and  triumph  over  his  foes  and  those  who 
traduced  him  and  robbed  the  Seminole  nation  of  their 
power  and  their  rights. 

But,  though  the  Florida  Seminoles  are  not  as  a  class 
given  to  much  intercourse  with  the  whites,  Kineola  and 
his  band  did  like  Dick  Hall,  and  they  now  welcomed  him 
and  his  companions  in  their  social  and  undemonstrative 


way. 

Fred  and  Terry  were  much  interested,  for  they  had 
never  seen  these  wonderful  descendants  of  Osceola  before 

and  they  enjoyed  themselves  studying  them  at  close 
range. 


A  young  brave  came  in  with  several  wild  turkeys  over 
his  back  and  the  squaws  were  made  busy  getting  them 
ready  for  the  midday  meal  for  the  quests. 


Kineola  was  of  the  most  hospitable,  and  he  gave  orders 
that  the  best  should  be  set  before  his  visitors.  Then  he 
talked  with  Dick,  and  after  a  while  Dick  came  to  Krvd 
and  said: 

“Fred.  I  have  learned  all  about  the  hiding  place  of 
the  villains,  which  is  on  an  island  in  the  lower  lake  of 
Okeechobee.  Old  Kineola  will  not  agree  to  guide 
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there,  for  he  does  not  want  to  become  involved  in  trou¬ 
ble,  but  he  is  going  to  let  us  have  a  canoe  and  we  can 
paddle  down  there  ourselves.  That  is  something.” 

'*1  should  say  it  was.  Dick.  We  cannot  expect  that  he' 
would  do  any  more,  and  that  is  a  great  help.” 

The  boys  dined  with  the  Seminoles  and  then  they, 
made  presents  to  the  squaws  and  the  papooses  and  the 
chief,  of  course,  was  pleased.  He  had  a  fine  canoe  put 
out  for  them  and,  they  got  into  it  and  paddled  away.  As 
they  left  the  Indian  village,  Terry  was  for  giving  their 
red  friends  a  cheer,  but  Dick  said : 

“No!  That  would  not  be  courtesy,  according  to  the 
Indian  notion.  A  present  or  favor  must  not  be  acknowl¬ 
edged  in  any  such  way.  It  is  the  best  mark  of  esteem 
and  appreciation  to  take  no  note  of  it  whatever.  It  is  a 
queer  phase  of  the  Indian  nature.” 

Of  course  this  was  known  to  Fred  and  Terry,  for  they 
had  come  across  it  in  the  West,  but  they  felt  that  they 
ought  to  make  some  show  of  their  gratitude. 

“It  is  not  necessary,”  said  Dick.  “After  all,  the 
Indian  is  right,  for  such  manifestation  indicates  nothing 
and  the  Indian  imposes  no  obligation  for  a  favor  done.” 

“You  are  right,  Dick.  There  is  much  in  the  nature 
of  the  poor  savage  that  could  be  emulated  with  profit  by 
the  more  civilized  race.” 

“Well,”  laughed  Dick,  “it  sometimes  amuses  me  to 
hear  our  people  talk  about  their  civilization  when  we  are 
noted  for  the  most  hoggish  and  piratical  of  natpres.  We 
do  not  know  any  sentiments  but  those  of  utter  selfishness 
in  dealing  with’  races  and  peoples  who  are  less  fortunate 
than  ourselves.  I  sometimes  despise  our  own  kind  for 
their  mean  treatment  of  the  poor,  trusting  savage.” 

But  now  the  boys  were  deep  in  the  channel  that  led 
into  the  greater  Okeechobee. 

The  scene  spread  before  them  was  of  the  most  wonder¬ 
ful  description. 

The  boys  paddled  on  until  dark  and  then  they  came  to 
a  large  island  in  the  grassy  lake.  It  seemed  to  cover  a 
large  area  of  many  miles,  and  as  they  drew  near  they  saw 
smoke  curling  up  over  the  treetops. 

Of  course  this  interested  them  and  they  stopped  pad¬ 
dling  and  allowed  the  canoe  to  drift  into  a  little  lagoon 
which  afforded  shelter. 

Thev  watched  the  smoke,  and  Dick  said  with  some 
doubt: 

“It  might  seem  that  we  have  reached  the  camp  of  the 
kidnappers,  but  T  do  not  think  so,  for  Kineola  told  me 
that  it  was  further  into  the  big  swamp.  But  who  is 
camping  down  here?” 

The  hoys  now  paddled  cautiously  along  through  the 
little  lagoon  until  they  came  to  the  lower  end  of  the 
island,  and  here  they  beached  the  canoe.  They  dragged 
it  up  in  the  hushes  and  hid  it  carefully,  and  then  they 
proceeded  on  their  tour  of  investigation. 


CHAPTER  V. 

lively  adventures  in  the  big  swamp. 

After  the  hoys  left  their  canoe  in  the  bushes  they  pro¬ 
ved'*]  very  cautiously  toward  the  smoke  of  the  mysterious 

campfire.  > 


Of  course  they  had  no  idea  but  that  it  was  the  camp 
of  hunters,  but  yet  there  was  a  chance  that  it  might  be 
the  rendezvous  of  the  Iron  Arm  gang  of  kidnappers. 

So  they  approached  it  with  some  care  and  wonder. 

Pretty  soon  they  came  in  sight  of  a  scene  that  gave 
them  a  start  of  surprise.  They  saw  the  figures  of  men 
and  women,  who  seemed  to  be  engaged  in  cooking  a  meal. 

There  were  a  half  dozen  of  them  and  also  they  saw 
a  couple  of  children  playing  in  the  sand. 

“What  do  you  make  of  it,  Dick?”  asked  Fred. 

“Oh,  I  can  see  what  they  are  now!”  laughed  Dick. 
“They  are  of  the  kind  of  poor  whites  called  Swamp 
Angels.  They  come  down  here  in  the  winter  and  fish  and 
hunt  for  a  living  and,  meanest  thing  of  all,  shoot  the 
aigret  and  other  birds  of  plumage  for  the  Northern  mar¬ 
ket.  They  have  a  houseboat  around  here  somewhere.” 

This,  was  a  fact,  and  seeing  that  they  had  nothing  to 
fear  from  the  strange  nomads  of  the  swamp,  the  boys 
went  hastily  forward  and  gave  a  loud  shout. 

Instantly  the  Swamp  Angels  sprung  up  and  all  came 
running  forward.  They  seemed  to  be  not  one  bit  afraid 
and  to  welcome  the  sight  of  the  face  of  a  stranger. 

It  was  no  wonder,  for  they  lived  in  the  Everglades  for 
months  without  ever  seeing  anyone  from  the  outer  world, 
and  as  the  boys  now  appeared  they  were  delighted  to  see 
them. 

“It’s  Yanks,  Sal !”  shouted  the  lean,  yellow-faced  man, 
who  seemed  to  be  the  husband  and  parent  of  the  family. 
“Howdy,  strangers !  Come  over  an’  see  us  an’  welcome.” 

Of  course  the  boys  went  over  and  were  welcomed  by 
the  strange  people. .  It  was  seen  that  there  were  three 
women,  two  of  whom  were  young  girls  and  the  other  was 
apparently  the  mother. 

Then  there  were  four  boys,  of  ages  ranging  from  eight 
to  nineteen.  Two  men,  apparently  brothers,  were  the 
men  of  the  party. 

The  camp  showed  that  they  had  been  hunting  for 
birds  of  plumage,  for  many  plumes  were  hanging  up  in 
the  sun. 

It  was  a  strange  sight,  for  the  nomads  of  the  big  swamp 
showed  in  the  plainest  manner  that  they  were  eaten  up 
with  malaria,  which  is  the  foe  of  the  resident  of  such 
places. 

The  man  who  seemed  to  be  the  father  of  the  party  was 
very  loquacious  and  talked  freely. 

“Yas,  we’ve  been  in  this  ere  bizness  fur  nigh  onto  ten 
years.  I  had  a  fine  plantation  up  on  ther  Suwanee,  but 
hard  times  come  along  an’  we  had  ter  sell  an’  we  came 
down  hyar  an’  we  make  a  good  thing  getting  plumes. 
Sometimes  we  git  an  alligator.” 

The  boys  were  careful  not  to  criticize  the  employment 
of  the  swamp  people,  for  it  would  have  excited  their 
enmity,  as  it  was  their  means  of  earning  a  livelihood,  and 
that  fact  fully  justified  them  in  killing  the  birds  as  they 
believed. 

Fred  asked  the  man  if  they  were  not  troubled  with 
malaria. 

“T  reckon  we  air,  mister,”  ho  answered.  “It  is  ther 
curse  of  a  life  down  hyar.  But  if  you  know  anything 
better  ihen  quinine  T  wish  you  would  tell  me  what  it  is.” 

“T  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  do  not,”  said  Fred. 

The  man  gave  his  name  as  Breckenridge,  which  was  a 
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very  high-sounding  name  for  a  man  of  his  class,  but  he 
seemed  to  divine  Fred's  thought,  for  he  added: 

“ Mister,  I  am  ther  descendant  of  ther  old  an’  famous 
Breckenridge  family  of  Old  Kaintuck,  an’  it  was  a  sorry 
day  fur  me  when  I  married  an’  came  ter  Florida.  I  hev 
been  poor  as  Job  ever  since,  an’  I  reckon  it’s  a  life  condi¬ 
tion  with  me.” 

The  woman  had  heard  this,  and  she  turned  and 
snapped : 

“You  old  fool !  If  it  hadn’t  been  for  me  you  wouldn’t 
hev  been  a  smudge  on  ther  face  of  Nature.  I  want  ter 
tell  you  gents  that  he  is  a  fool  an’  he  ain’t-  ter  blame  for 
it.  But  if  he  wants  ter  talk  of  family  connections  I  kin 
tell  yer  that  I  am  a  Lee  of  Old  Varginny,  an’  if  that 
ain't  a  bit  better  then  bein'  a  gamblin’  Breckenridge,  I 
would  like  ter  know  it.” 

With  that  the  man  wilted  and  hung  his  head  sheepish¬ 
ly  and  kept  quiet  for  a  while,  for  he  had  not  dreamed 
that  his  words  had  been  heard  by  his  better  half. 

The  boys  were  greatly  amused  and  they  took  no  notice 
of  it,  for  it  was  more  than  courtesy  or  policy  called  for. 
But  Fred's  main  idea  was  to  draw  from  the  swamp  people 
if  they  knew  anything  about  Hogan  and  his  gang  of  out¬ 
laws. 

So  in  an  indirect  way  Fred  asked  if  they  ever  came 
across  any  rough  men  in  the  swamps. 

“I  reckon  we  do,  stranger.  Thar’s  a  right  smart  lot 
of  'em.  But  they  never  troubles  any  poor  trash  like  us.” 

Fred  went  further  and  asked  if  any  had  been  seen 
around  there  of  late.  The  man  was  silent  for  a  moment, 
and  then  he  answered:  ' 

“Mister,  right  over  thar  in  ther  bend  of  ther  big  lake 
thar  is  a  camp  of  men  who  I  suspect  air  a  bad  lot.  I  don’t 
know  them,  but  if  I  was  to  free  my  mind  of  an  opinion  I 
would  say  that  they  were  bad.” 

Fred  asked  Breckenridge  if  lie  knew  the  name  of  the 
leader,  and  he  finally  said : 

“I  think  it  is  Hogan.  I  heerd  a  hunter,  who  stopped 
over  night  with  us,  say  that  he  was  hunted  for  his  life  fur 
something  he  had  dpne  up  north.  But  I  ain't  the  one  ter 
peach  on  anyone.” 

Fred  had  got  the  information  he  wanted,  and  he  went 
further  and  inquired  if  any  women  had  been  seen  with 
the  outlaws. 

With  that  the  swamp  hunter's  wife  spoke  up: 

“Mister,  whv  don't  you  ax  a  woman  about  that?  He 
don't  half -ther  time  know  whether  he  is  awake  or  asleep. 
He  is  so  eaten  up  with  ther  buck  ager  that  he  don’t  know 
which  end  he  is  standing  on.” 

“Oh,  sec  hvar,  ’Randy,  didn't  1  nuss  vou  through  an 
attack  of  it  only  last  night?  Mister,  if  it  warn't.  fur  ther 
confounded  ager  it  would  be  like  livin’  in  Heaven  ter  live 
hyar.  But  now  it  is  wuss  than  livin'  in  ther  other  place.” 

“1  suppose  so,”  laughed  Fred.  “Rut  you  will  excuse 
my  oversight,  Mrs.  Breckenridge,  and  1  will  ask  you  if 
you  have  seen  any  women  in  the  camp  of  Hogan  and  his 
men  ?” 

The  woman  with  that  perked  up  and  made  reply: 

“Mister,  I  ain’t  no  gossip  on  my  neighbors,  but  I  hev 
seen  a  pooty  young  gal  over  thar  with  old  Hogan  hisself. 
I  ain’t  savin'  that  they  air  married,  but  maybe  he  has  a 
darter.” 


Jt  was  the  very  information  that  Fred  and  hi-  com- 
panions  wanted,  and  Fred  thanked  the  woman  kindly. 

They  lingered  only  a  few  moments  longer  in  the  camp 
of  the  Swamp  Angels,  and  then  they  went  back  to  their 
canoe. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  they  were  much  elated. 

“We  are  playing  in  luck,  Fred,”  said  Dick,  eagerly. 
“It  is  no  doubt  that  it  is  my  sister,  Bessie,  that  the  woman 
has  seen.” 

It  was  agreed  that  there  was  no  doubt  of  this  and  they 
now  got  into  the  canoe  and  paddled  cautiously  around 
through  the  lagoon,  for  they  realized  that  it  was  going  to 
he  dangerous  now  and  they  must  proceed  with  the  great¬ 
est  of  care. 

That  they  had  at  last  found  the  camp  of  the  kidnap¬ 
pers  was  to  say  the  least  encouraging,  and  they  felt  good 
over  it.  But  they  knew  that  it  was  going  to  be  hard  to 
carry  out  the  plan  of  rescue. 

The  Everglades  furnished  plenty  of  hiding  places,  to 
be  sure,  but  still  they  were  at  all  times  exposed,  if  they 
attempted  to  move  around  in  daytime  and  if  they  were 
once  spotted  by  any  of  the  men  of  the  gang  it  would  cer¬ 
tainly  be  all  up. 

They  could  not  hope  to  give  the  villains  open  battle 
with  success,  for  the  odds  would  be  far  too  great. 

But  Fred  and  Terry  looked  to  their  Winchesters  and 
made  sure  that'  they  were  loaded. 

They  paddled  around  the  lagoon  and  finally  came  to  a 
good  landing  place,  and  Dick  proposed  that  they  go  ashore 
and  take  a  look  around.  This  looked  like  a  good  plan, 
and  Fred  agreecl. 

So  they  pulled  the  canoe  ashore  and  made  their  way 
cautiously  along  the  shore  of  the  lagoon  and  approached 
the  spot  where  the  gang  were  presumed  to  have  their 
camp. 

Of  course  it  was  a  risky  thing  to  do,  but  they  kept  on 
and  in  a  few  moments  they  came  to  a  beaten  track  which 
led  through  a  cane-brake.  They  paused,  and  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  Fred  was  undecided  what  to  do. 

But  at  last  he  decided  to  take  a  chance  and  follow  the 
path. 

The  boys  knew  the  danger  of  the  feat  they  were  at- 
tempting  and  they  were  careful  enough.  It  was  some 
time  before  they  came  out  into  a  sort  of  clearing  in  the 
cane-brake  and  they  saw  that  there  was  a  rude  foot  bridge 
across  the  creek  that  ran  across  the  stretch  of  land. 

They  saw  that  there  were  many  footprints  in  the  wet 
sand  and  as  they  examined  them  a  startling  thing  was 
discovered. 

I'he  footprints  of  a  woman  were  seen. 

Dick  gave  a  gasp  and  examined  them  closely,  and  at 
last  said : 

“I  am  sure  that  they  are  the  footprints  of  my  sister, 
Bessie.  She  wore  just  such  a  shoe.” 

“In  that  case  we  are  on  the  right  track?” 

“So  it  would  seem.  I  may  be  mistaken,  though.” 

“Yell.'  said  Fred,  ?the  fact  that  a  woman  is  here  in 
this  out-of-the-way  place  is  pretty  good  evidence  that  she 
is  the  one  we  are  looking  for.” 

The  boys  were  greatly  excited  now  and  they  crowed 
the  bridge  carefully  and  followed  the  path  further  into 
the  woods,  which  now  were  before  them. 
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T;iov  wore  composed  of  cypress  and  live  oaks,  with  no 
pines,  and  they  were  hung  almost  to  the  ground  with 
;noss,  so  that  it  was  a  wild  and  weird-looking  place. 

dust  then  they  heard  the  sound  of  voices  and  the  notes 
oi  a  guitar  rose  on  the  air  of  the  swamp. 

Then  laughter  was  heard,  and  Terry  gasped: 

“Quick!  They  are  coming  this  way!” 

The  boys  got  out  of  the  way  in  an  instant,  dropping 
into  some  brush  beside  the  path.  They  were  not  a  moment 
too  soon,  for  around  the  bend  in  the  path  came  the  fig¬ 
ures  of  two  men. 

The  boys  crouching  in  the  brush  saw  them  plainly  and 
that  they  must  pass  quite  close. 

It  was  a  thrilling  moment,  for  the  slightest  move  would 
disclose  their  presence,  and  that  would  be  unpleasant,  to 
say  the  least. 

But  the  two  men  were  seen  to  be  rougl/and  desperate 
fellows  of  the  ruffian  order.  One  of  them  carried  a  guitar 
swung  over  his  shoulder,  and  he  was  idly  strumming  the 
strings  in  a  low  manner. 

In  a  moment  they  were  within  touching  distance  of  the 
three  boys  and  the  least  move  now  would  result  in  dis¬ 
covery. 

The  suspense  was  great  and  at  that  moment  a  thrilling 
thing  happened  that  made  a  startling  difference  in  the 
condition  of  affairs.  As  Terry  knelt  in  the  brush  he  sud¬ 
denly  saw  something  that  made  his  blood  almost  run  cold. 

He  saw  a  hideous  head  rear  itself  up  from  .some  tall 
grass  not  three  feet  from  him  and  the  gleaming  eyes  of  a 
monster  rattler  were  fixed  upon  him. 

In  all  his  life  Terry  had  not  been  placed  in  a  more 
ticklish  position.  To  move  would  reveal  his  presence. 

On  the  other  hand,  not  to  move  would  be  to  ri.sk  being 
struck  by  the  deadly  snake. 

The  other  boys  saw  Terry’s  danger  and  Fred  instinc¬ 
tively  felt  for  his  rifle,  for  he  knew  that  it  would  be  bet¬ 
ter  to  fire  and  save  the  life  of  his  chum  than  to  try  to 
conceal  themselves  longer. 

But  Terry  had  no  idea  of  risking  death  in  such  a  man¬ 
ner  himself,  so  he  acted  with  lightning  quickness. 

The  snake  had  sprung  its  rattle  and  was  ready  to  spring 
when  he  flashed  out  his  revolver  and  fired  at  it.  The  aim 
was  deadly  and  the  bullet  cut  the  snake’s  head  off,  as  if 
with  a  knife. 

The  reptile  went  squirming  away  into  the  brush  and 
the  two  ruffians  had  sprung  back  in  amazement  and 
yelled : 

"Hey!  What  in  thunder  is  that?  Who  is  here?” 

B*it  Fred  had  made  his  mind  up  in  a  flash  of  time  what 
to  do.  He  sprung  out  of  the  brush  like  a  shot  and  wafc 
upon  the  villains  before  they  had  a  chance  to  realize  what 
it  meant. 

Fred’s  attack  was  so  furious  that  they  had  not  time  to 
prepare  for  it  and  he  was  able  to  give  one  of  them  a  ter- 
Fbb-  blow  on  the  head  that  stretched  him  out  insensible. 
Ti  ■  oiher  drew  a  revolver  with  a  wild  yell  for  help,  but 
]))(.]{  was  upon  him  from  behind  and  he  caught  his  arm 

be  wa-  about  to  fire. 

turned  and  also  went  at  the  fellow,  and  the  re- 
sf,  t.r  wrenched  from  him  before  he  could  fire  it. 

q  ,  ,  yn.(]  had  the  fellow  by  the  throat  and  he  was 

,.'pt  from  making  further  outcry.  It  was  a  daring  deed, 
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hut  it  was  the  only  thing  they  could  do  under  the  cir¬ 
cumstances. 

Both  villains  were  now  rendered  helpless  and  for  a 
moment  the  three  boys  were  in  expectation  of  having 
others  come  down  upon  them  from  the  camp  beyond. 
But  for  some  reason  the  affair  had  evidently  not  been 
beard,  and  no  one  came. 

"Great  Scott!”  gasped  Terry.  "I  thought  my  time  had 
come.  We  are  in  luck,  for  it  is  plain  that  the  alarm  has 
not  been  given.” 

"Yes,  but  we  must  act  quickly,”  said  Fred.  "Give  me 
something  to  bind  these  fellows  with.” 

Some  stout  cord  that  Dick  had  with  him  was  produced 
and  the  two  villains  were  secured  tightly.  They  were 
also  gagged,  so  that  they  could  not  make  outcry. 

It  was  certainly  a  thrilling  situation  and  for  some  mo¬ 
ments  the  outcome  was  in  doubt.  But  their  confederates 
did  not  put  in  an  appearance  and  all  was  right. 

Now  the  three  boys  felt  elated,  and  Fred  said: 

"Perhaps  that  snake  did  us  a  better  favor  than  we 
realize.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  reptile  we  would  not 
have  had  the  nerve  to  do  all  this.  It  is  all  right.” 

But  now  that  it  was  quite  plain  that  they  were  safe  the 
boys  began  to  consider  what  t<$  do. 

The  helpless  villains  were  gazing  at  them  in  wonder 
and  terror,  and  as  they  could  not  speak,  Fred  made  signs 
to  one  of  them  that  he  would  be  relieved  of  his  gag  if  he 
would  not  shout. 

The  fellow  nodded  and  Fred  released  the  gag  for  a 
moment. 

The  villain,  being  given  the  power  of  speech,  now 
said : 

"Boss,  who  are  you  and  why  did  you  attack  us?” 

"We  are  looking  for  the  young  girl  who  is  a  captive  in 
your  camp,”  said  Fred. 

"Thunder!”  exclaimed  the  ruffian,  "you  are  from  the 
North!  You  are  detectives!” 

"Call  us  that  if  you  wish.  We  are  after  the  girl  and 
you  must  tell  us  how  to  get  her.” 

"That  would  mean  death  to  us,  and  we  might  as  well 
die  at  your  hands  as  at  the  hands  of  our  boss.” 

"Very  well,”  said  Fred.  "The  choice  is  yours,  and  we 
are  not  at  all  particular.” 

With  that  Fred  produced  his  revolver  and  fixed  the 
cylinder,  as  if  he  was  going  to  carry  out  his  threat  and 
shoot  the  villains.  It  had  the  desired  effect,  for  the  fel¬ 
low  began  to  plead  for  his  life. 

"Mister,  if  you  kill  us,  it  will  do  you  no  good.  You 
will  not  be  any  more  sure  of  getting  the  gal.” 

"Well,”  said  Fred,  "we  will  have  rid  the  earth  of  a 
couple  of  black-hearted  villains,  and  that  is  a  good 
deal.” 

The  two  ruffians  looked  at  each  other  and  it  was  plain 
that  they  were  weakening. 

"How  is  it,  Jim  ?”  asked  one  of  them.  "We  do  not 
want  to  die  and  it  is  to  save  our  lives.  Shall  we  do  it?” 

The  other  villain’s  gag  had  also  been  removed. 

"I  will  give  you  one  more  chance,”  said  Fred,  coolly. 
"Remember  that  we  shall  rescue  the  girl,  anyway.  It  is 
your  only  chance.” 

That  brought  the  viliains  to  terms. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  ESCAPE. 

Fred  saw  that  he  had  the  best  of  the  villains  and  that 
they  would  give  in.  He  held  the  revolver  ready  with  the 
hammer  up  and  the  two  ruffians  gazed  into  its  muzzle. 

“Boss,”  said  one  of  them,  “if  we  peach,  will  you  let 
us  go  free?  Is  that  a  bargain?” 

“Yes,”  said  Fred.  “But  you  must  make  good  and  pro¬ 
duce  the  girl  safe  and  sound  for  us.” 

Then  Fred  drew  from  them  a  startling  confession  that 
they  were  the  only  members  of  the  gang  in  camp  at  that 
time.  This  explained  why  help  had  not  arrived. 

It  was  a  thrilling  and  overjoying  revelation  to  the  boys, 
for  they  saw  that  they  had  the  game  won. 

It  was  an  easy  matter  for  them  to  enter  the  camp  and 
find  the  captive  girl,  Bessie,  without  any  fear  whatever. 
But  to  make  sure,  Fred  insisted  that  the  two  villains 
should  precede  them,  with  drawn  revolvers  covering 
them. 

“It  is  all  right,  men,”  said  Fred,  forcibly.  “And  you 
will  set  a  chance  if  you  are  not  treacherous.  But  if  you 
are  playing  us  false,  you  will  die  on  the  instant.” 

“Boss,”  said  one  of  the  men,  “we  swear  that  we  will 
do  the  square  thing  and  we  will  get  the  girl  for  you.” 

That  settled  it  and  Fred  allowed  the  two  villains  to 
precede  them  into  the  camp,  and  in  a  few  moments  they 
were  in  a  clearing  in  the  woods  and  saw  a  number  of 
shacks  and  cabins  around  it.  In  one  of  these  the  villains' 
declared  that  Bessie  was  confined. 

Fred  asked  where  Hogan  ancl  the  other  members  of 
the  gang  were,  and  the  fellow  answered : 

“Boss  they  are  over  to  Palm  Creek,  looking  for  you. 
They  are  lying  in  wait  for  you  to  do  you  up.  I  would  ad¬ 
vise  you  to  keep  your  eye  out  when  you  go  back  there.” 

“Thanks!”  said  Fred,  quietly.  “We  will  act  on  your 
suggestion.” 

But  now  Fred  bade  Terry  to  keep  guard  over  the  pris¬ 
oners  and  he  and  Dick  advanced  toward  the  cabin.  They 
tried  the  door,  and  Dick  spoke  Bessie’s  name. 

There  was  a  wild  cry  from  the  interior  of  the  cabin 
and  then  Dick  forced  the  door  in  and  the  next  moment 
he  was  holding  the  form  of  his  dear  sister  in  his  arms. 

It  was  the  happiest  hour  of  Dick  Hall’s  life,  and  Bessie 
wept  with  joy. 

“Oh,  Dick!”  she  said,  “I  had  given  up  all  hope.  I 
knew,  of  course,  that  you  wpuld  come  to  my  aid  and  that 
you  would  even  pay  the  ransom,  but  I  was  very  much 
afraid  of  the  villain,  Hogan.  He  was  a  very  bad  man  and 
1  feared  him.” 

“Well,  Sis,”  said  Dick  happily,  “you  are  safe,  and  I 
feel  that  I  owe  it  all  to  my  dear  friends,  Fearnot  and 
Olcott.  I  am  pleased  to  make  you  acquainted  with  them.” 

Fred  and  Terry  were  pleased  to  greet  the  pretty  girl 
and  they  offered  her  their  congratulations,  but  after  some 
time,  Fred  said: 

“I  do  not  want  to  hurry  you,  hut  it  is  dangerous  re¬ 
maining  here  and  we  are  not  out  of  danger,  although  we 
have  effected  your  rescue,  Miss  Bessie.  I  think  it  will  be 
well  for  us  to  get  out  of  here  as  soon  as  we  can.” 


“Fred  is  right,”  said  Dick.  “We  will  go  back  to  the 
canoe  at  once.  Oh,  my!  Will  not  mother  be  glad.” 
They  went  back  to  the  canoe  and  reached  it  safely. 

They  left  the  two  villains,  bound  hands  and  feet,  for 
they  did  not  dare  to  release  them  yet.  But  their  friends 


Once  in  the  canoe  they  paddled  away  as  fast  as  they 
could  and  were  soon  in  the  channel  that  led  into  the 
other  lake. 

Bessie  was  greatly  excited  and  overjoyed,  for  the  strain 
had  been  a  hard  one  for  her  to  bear. 

But  she  was  an  exceedingly  brave  girl  and  had  kept  up 
her  courage  to  the  moment  she  had  been  rescued. 

Now  that  she  was  assured  of  her  liberty,  though,  she 
was  bound  to  suffer  from  the  reaction,  and  the  boys  in¬ 
sisted  on  her  lyjng  down  in  the  canoe  and  resting. 


“We  will  soon  be  on  our  way  back  to  Palm  Creek,  and 
won't  mother  be  overjoyed,”  said  Dick.  “She  has  suffered 
greatly  since  you  were  carried  away,  Sis.” 

The  young  girl  was  glad  to  take  the  advice  of  the  boys 
and  she  laid  down  in  the  canoe,  and  as  they  glided  along 
over  the  water  she  was  lulled  to  sleep. 

The  boys  knew'  that  they  would  not  be  able  to  get  out 
of  the  Everglades  before  darkness  should  shut  dovm,  so 
they  reckoned  on  finding  a  good  camping  place. 

They  passed  the  island  where  the  Swamp  Angel  family 
was  and  the  strange  people  waved  their  arms  at  them. 

The  boys  kept  on  and  at  last,  as  the  shades  of  night 
began  to  shut  down,  they  came  to  a  spot  which  they  de¬ 
cided  would  be  a  good  place  to  camp. 

So  they  ran  the  canoe  ashore  and  found  a  likely  place, 
where  it  was  high  and  dr}7-,  and  they  made  preparations 
for  spending  the  night. 

They  had  but  few  provisions,  for  they  had  been  obliged 
to  subsist  on  fish  and  game. 

But  Fred  took  some  of  the  fish  that  Dick  and  Terry 
caught  and  cooked  it  over  a  fire,  and  they  found  some 
berries  in  the  swamp  which  made  a  fair  meal. 

After  it  v7as  over  the  darkness  came  down  fast. 


In  Florida,  like  all  low  and  level  lands1,  there  is  very 
little  twilight.  It  was  dark  almost  at  once. 

The  boys  made  a  shelter  of  boughs  for  Bessie,  and  then 
they  proceeded  to  make  a  place  for  themselves.  But  Dick 
said : 

“Fellows,  we  must  not  think  of  going  to  sleep  and  not. 
keeping  watch.  It  is  no  telling  when  those  villains  will 
return,  and  then  they  will  surely  go  after  us.” 

“That  is  right,  Dick,”  agreed  Fred.  “We  will  take 
turns  at  that.  It  will  not  be  hard  if  we  alternate.  I  am 
willing  to  go  on  duty  first.  We  must  keep  on  our  guard, 
certainly.” 

The  boys  did  not  retire  at  once,  but  sat  up  around  the 
campfire  and  talked. 

It  was  very  dark  and  the  swamp  was  filled  with  the 
strange  and  uncanny  noises  that  are  to  be  heard  in  Mich 
places.  The  bovs  listened  with  care,  for  several  times 
they  thought  they  heard  voices. 

Of  course  there  was  no  doubt  that  Hogan  would  try  his 
hardest  to  overtake  them,  and  if  he  succeeded  there 
would  be  a  big  fight. 

The  boys  would  never  give  up  their  cluirge  aud  the 
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villain,  on  the  other  hand,  would  not  give  up  until  he 
had  recaptured  his  fair  prisoner. 

That  he  would  be  furious  when  he  made  the  discovery 
that  she  was  gone  went  without  saying. 

But  t  red  declared  that  they  would  be  safe  if  they  kept 
low  and  made  no  noise  during  the  night.  In  the  early 
morning  light  they  might  get  an  early  start  and  by  noon 
they  should  be  back  at  Palm  Creek. 

**  1  advise  you  to  take  Bessie  north,  for  a  while,”  said 
Ired.  “I  would  send  her  up  to  see  Evelyn  or  some 
friend,  where  she  will  be  safer  than  she  is  here.” 

“She  will  never  go  without  mother. ” 

o 

“Of  course  not.  There  is  no  reason  why  your  mother 
should  not  go  also,  is  there?” 

Hick  acknowledged  that  there  was  not,  and  it  was  prac¬ 
tically  settled  that  Mrs.  Hall  and  Bessie  should  go  North 
until  after  the  kidnappers  had  been  caught  and  brought 
to  justice. 

“I  will  tell  you  one  thing,”  said  Fred.  “We  are  down 
here  to  bring  them  to  justice  and  we  will  not  leave  until 
we  have  succeeded.  It  is  partly  a*  matter  of  principle 
with  us  and  partly  of  self-defense,  for  we  have  been 
threatened  by  them.” 

“i  am  with  you,  Fred,”  said  Dick,  heartily. 

The  boys  were  thus  engaged  in  conversation  when  sud¬ 
denly  Fred  heard  a  sound  out  on  the  surface  of  the  lake 
that  caught  his  attention.  He  listened  for  a  few  moments 
and  then  said: 

“Fellows,  there  is  someone  out  there.  If  you  will  lis¬ 
ten  you  will  hear  them.” 

The  boys  were  silent,  and  in  a  few  moments  they  heard 
what  Fred  had  decided  was  someone  engaged  in  low- 
toned  conversation. 

There  was  no  doubt  of  it,  and  they  at  once  became 
silent  and  listened.  Fred  smothered  the  remains  of  the 
campfire  and  rejoined  the  boys,  who  now  had  got  up  and 
made  their  way  down  nearer  to  the  water. 

Then  thev  heard  voices  plainly. 

A  boat  or  canc-e  was  passing  near. 

One  of  the  speakers  now  was  plainly  distinguished  in 
his  remarks.  He  was  heard  to  say: 

“I  think  they  went  up  this  side  of  fher  lake,  Bill.  If 
I  had  only  stayed  at  home  to-day  eve  would  have  got 
them.” 

“That  is  so,  Jim.  But  as  it  is,  they  have  got  the  gal 
and  the  best  of  ther  situation  all  around.” 

“Wait  an’  see.  T  am  not  done  with  that  Fearnot  yet. 
1*11  have  ten  or  more  thousand  dollars  out  of  him,  or  I 
will  have  his  hide.  I  don’t  much  keer  which  it  is.” 

There  was  a  smothered  laugh,  and  then  the  boat  passed 
on  and  the  voices  ceased. 

It  was  most  edifying  to  Fred  and  the  others  also,  and 
Terry  said : 

“Well,  T’ll  be  hanged!  What  do  you  think  of  that, 
Fred?  Thev  are  going  to  get  you,  are  they  not?” 

“Oh,  yes!”  laughed  Fred.  “I  do  not  blame  them,  for 
if  they  do  not,  I  shall  get  them.  It  is  a  case  of  the  sur¬ 
vival  of  the  winner.” 

The  bov-  laughed  at  Fred’s  joke  and  then  Dick  asked 
them  what  they  ought  to  do. 

“Well,”  *'>id  Fred,  “we  will  do  a  well  to  remain  here 
and  keep  dark  ;i-  anything  el*e.  Wc  could  not  expect 


to  do  any  better  thing,  for  if  we  went  out  there  to  try 
and  capture  those  villains  we  would  have  to  leave  Miss 
Bessie,  and  that  would  not  do  at  all.” 

Of  course  Terry  and  Dick  agreed  to  this,  so  the  boys 
kept  quiet  ancl^  waited.  Time  passed  and  it  was  late  when 
Dick  and  Terry  went  up  and  turned  in. 

Even  then  it  was  not  to  sleep  much,  for  the  risk  of 
their  position  was  very  great  and  they  wanted  to  be  ready 
in  case  they  were  attacked.  But  Fred  on  guard  heard 
and  saw  nothing  more. 

o 

Dick  relieved  Fred  at  two  o’clock,  and  Terry  went  on 
guard  at  about  five.  It  was  seven  before  the  boys  were, 
ready  to  take  up  the  duties  of  the  day. 

Bessie  had,  however,  slept  soundly  and  she  knew  noth¬ 
ing  of  the  danger  of  the  night,  and  it  was  as  well  that 
she  did  not. 

The  boys,  after  breakfast,  walked  down  to  the  water 
and  took  a  good  look  around,  for  they  knew  that  it  was 
possible  that  the  kidnappers  might  be  hanging  around  and 
they  might  he  seen. 

But  no  sign  of  them  could  be  seen  and  the  bovs  de- 
cided  that  it  would  be  safe  to  go  on. 

So  they  brought  out  the  canoe  and  Bessie  got  into  it 
and  they  put  out  into  the  lake. 

Soon  they  were  rapidly  paddling  away  and  they  made 
good  time  through  the  grassy  lake  and  at  last  came  into 
Blue  Lake,  at  the  base  of  which  was  the  little  town  of 
Palm  Creek. 

The  boys  felt  safer  now  and  Dick  drew  a  deep  breath 
of  relief  and,  leaning  back,  said : 

“It  seems  as  if  we  were  nearer  borne  and  we  are  safe. 
Of  course  that  is  only  a  feeling^  for  the  villains  could  at¬ 
tack  us  here  as  well  as  anywhere,  but  we  feel  safer.”  •• 

It  was  not  a  hard  paddle  to  the  foot  of  the  lake  and  at 
last  they  came  to  the  little  town  and  beached  the  canoe  by 
the  landing  where  the  lake  steamer  made  its  stops. 

As  they  stepped  out  of  the  canoe  there  were  a  number 
of  men  who  saw  them  and  recognized  Bessie,  and  the  re¬ 
port  spread  like  wildfire  that  Bessie  Hall  had  returned 
safe  and  sound. 

Of  course  it  created  a  sensation  in  the  town  and  the 
people  came  out  hastily  to  welcome  her  back  and  inci¬ 
dentally  to  hear  all  about  her  adventures.  But  Dick  hur¬ 
ried  her  to  his  home  and  then  Bessie  was  clasped  in  the 
arms  of  her  overjoyed  mother. 

It  was  a  happy  meeting,  as  might  be  imagined,  and  the 
pretty  girl  was  more  than  glad  to  be  back  safely  lierself. 

Dick  could  not  half  express  his  gratitude  to  Fred  and 
Terry  for  all  thev  had  done.  As  soon  as  it  became  known 
that  the  kidnapped  girl  had  been  brought  home  the  town 
authorities  came  around  and  made  inquiries,  but  none  of 
them  wanted  to  volunteer  to  go  into  the  big  swamp  after 
the  gang  of  kidnappers. 

One  prominent  man  asked  Fred  if  he  thought  it  would 
be  possible  to  go  in  after  the  villains  with  success,  and 
Fred  answered: 

“Indeed,  yes,  if  one  has  the  pluck.  It  is  of  no  use  io 
go  in,  except  on  the  quiet  and  with  the  purpose  to  get 
the  gang.” 

“Wc  have  brave  men  here  who  will  no  doubt  go  in 
after  them.” 
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I  hope  so.  1  am  sure  that  they  ought  to,  for  nobody 
will  he  safe  here  until  they  have  been  wiped  out.” 

But  Dick  told  Fred  that  the  men  of  the  town  were 
so  scared  of  the  outlaw,  dim  Iiogan,  that  they  could  not 
be  induced  to  even  say  a  word  against  him,  tor  tear  of  his 
vengeance. 

“That  is  a  nice  state  of  affairs,”  said  Fred,  grimly.  “I 
should  sav  that  this  is  a  very  progressive  town.  It  cer¬ 
tainly  lias  wonderful  public  spirit  and  its  citizens  are 
brave  men.” 

A  bystander  overheard  this  statement,  and  he  walked 
up  to  Fred  and  asked: 

“Boss,  do  you  want  to  walk  into  that  swamp  and  find 
yourself  face  to  face  with  Jim  Hogan  and  have  him  point 
a  gun  into  your  face  and  know  that  he  would  as  soon  blow 
your  head  off  as  to  breathe?  Well,  I  guess  you  would  do 
some  thinking.” 


Fred  regarded  this  brave  specimen  for  a  moment  and 
then  he  pulled  his  own  gun  and  glared,  at  him  in  the  most 
murderous  fashion  that  he  coffld  assume  and  the  result 
was  comical. 

The  fellow  gazed  into  the  muzzle  of  the  pistol  a  mo- 
.  ment  and  then  he  gave  one  yell  and  dusted. 

He  could  hardly  be  seen  for  the  dust. 

Fred  then  roared  with  laughter  and  said  to  those  who 

o 

were  witnesses  of  the  affair: 

“Mv  friends,  you  can  see  whv  he  does  not  care  to  go 
into  the  swamp.  He  is  a  natural  coward,  and  that  is  what 
the  average  man  is.” 


gether  with  better  results  than  if  there  were  many 
more.” 

Of  course  Terrv  and  Dick  were  of  the  same  mind  and 
they  were  ready  at  once  to  adopt  Fred’s  plan. 

in  fact,  Dick  said: 

“Anything  you  say  goes  with  me,  Fred.  If  you  were 
to  say  that  we  would  go  right  up  in  the  face  of  guns,  1 
would  go  with  you.  I  believe  you  are  a  born  leader.” 

Fred  laughed  and  suggested  that  they  start  that  day 
for  the  big  swamp. 

This  was  agreed  to  and  the  boys  began  to  prepare.  This 
time  it  was  planned  to  take  along  many  things  of  impor¬ 
tance  to  their  hunger  and  health  and  it  took  some  time 
to  get  all  in  readiness. 

But  as  they  were  thus  engaged  they  were  given  a  great 
surprise.  A  man  of  striking  appearance  walked  into  the 
place  that  morning,  at  sight  of  whom  the  boys  gave  a 
shout. 

“It-  is  McCall !”  shouted  Terry.  “Well,  he  did  come, 
after  all.” 

The  Georgia  desperado  was  unruffled  as  ever  and  he 
walked  up  to  Fred  and  said : 

“I  am  here  to  report,  and  I  would  have  been  here  be¬ 
fore  but  I  was  robbed  and  sandbagged  at  Jacksonville.” 


“See  here,”  spoke  up  a  man,  “isn’t  that  a  pretty  strong 
statement?  Can  you  prove  that?” 

“I  don’t  have  to  prove  it,  for  the  statement  proves  it¬ 
self.  You  have  only  to  take  notice  of  men  in  a  place  of 
peril,  such  as  a  crowded  theatre,  which  is  on  fire,  and  you 
will  see  that  out  of  all  those  hundreds  of  strong  men  nine- 
tent  lis  of  them  are  moral  and  physical  cowards.  It  has 
been  proved  many  times.” 

The  man  saw  that  he  had  no  argument  and  that  Fred 
was  right,  so  he  dropped  the  matter  very  wisely. 

The  rescue  of  Bessie  Hall  was  a  famous  deed  and  the 
story  of  it  spread  widely  and  rapidly. 

Fearnot  and  Olcott  found  that  they  were  regarded  as 
heroes  in  that  part  of  Florida  and  they  had  earned  some 
fame  that  they  had  not  counted  upon. 

But  now  t Hey  were  not  disposed  to  remain  idle. 

Fred  had  declared  that  he  would  not  go  back  to  the 
Yorth  until  he  had  settled  matters  with  the  blackmail¬ 
ing  gang,  and  lie  and  Terry  and  Dick  got  together  and 
talked  the  matter  over. 

It  was  a  question  as  to  what  they  might  do  best,  and 
Fred  declared  that  the  only  way  was  to  go  into  the  swamp 

after  Hogan. 

“He  must  be  caught,  and  that  can  only  be  done  by 
personal  effort.  It  needs  some  brave  man  to  go  in  there 
and  corner  him  and  bring  him  out  and  deliver  him  up  to 
justice.  This  must  he  done,  for  he  will  intrench  himself 
in  the  big  swamp  and  he  can  defy  the  law  and  even  the 
Government  for  years.” 

“Yon  are  certainly  right,  Fred,”  agreed  Dick.  “I  am 
perfectly  willing  to  do  mv  share  of  the  effort  to  capture 
him.  Let  us  go  at  it  at  once.  Can  we  not?” 

“Gertainlv  we  can.  T  think  we  three  ran  work  to- 


CHAPTER  YTT. 

TRAILING  TIIE  BAD  GANG. 

0 

Fred  gasped  and  looked  at  the  desperado. 

“What?  You  sandbagged  and  robbed?  Who  on  earth 
dared  to  do  that,  may  I  ask?”  , 

“If  1  knew  I  would  not  be  here  now,”  returned  the  bad 
man.  “I  am  here  because  I  gave  you  my  word.” 

“Shake  hands,  McCall.  You  are  the  squarest  bad  man 
I  ever  met.  You  seem  to  be  a  main  of  your  word.” 

“Mister,  T  never  broke  my  word  in  my  life.  I  may  be 
a  tough  customer,  but  I  am  no  liar.” 

Fred  was  amused  by  the  fellow’s  quaint  ideas  of  honor 
and  his  odd  philosophy.  He  was  very  much  out  of  the 
ordinary. 

But  the  hoys  were  more  than  glad  to  see  the  desperado 
and  he  told  them  he  would  get  Hogan  for  them,  for  he 
knew  the  fellow  well  and  they  could  make  use  of  this  fact 
to  trap  the  villain. 

“It  s  no  use  goin  down  thar  an*  riskin'  your  life  when 
a  little  trick  will  win.  He  will  never  think  I  am  trvin' 
ter  nab  him,  an'  that  will  fool  him.” 

McCall  then  leaned  over  and  asked : 

“What  is  in  it?  I  arp  short  of  cash  just  now.” 

“If  you  will  capture  Hogan  and  his  men  I  will  give 
you  a  good  thousand  dollars.” 

“Done  and  done!"  exclaimed  the  desperado,  excitedly. 
“That  is  what  oops  me  every  time.  I  want  the  needful 
and  1  must  have  it.  I  will  play  the  low-down  game  on 
Hogan  and  get  him  for  you.” 

Fred  and  Terry  were  not  particular  bow  they  captured 
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Hogan  as  long  as  they  got  him.  and  this  seemed  like  the 
old  ease  of  setting  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief. 

I  here  was  no  doubt  that  the  villain  could  be  captured 
through  the  clever  work  of  McCall. 

Fred  did  not  hesitate  to  make  the  deal  with  McCall, 
for  he  knew  that  in  order  to  extinguish  a  big  fire  it  is 
sometimes  necessary  to  make  a  larger  fire. 

There  was  no  doubt  that  McCall  was  sincere,  for  he 
was  not  one  of  Hogan’s  friends,  anyway. 

He  would  gladly  put  him  in  limbo,  and  this  was  just 
what  he  had  offered  to  do  and  no  doubt  was  well  able  to 

do. 

Fred  talked  with  McCall  and  he  learned  that  lie  was  a 
smart  rascal.  Fearnot  knew  that  it  was  easy  to  get  men 
to  track  Hogan,  but  there  were  few  who  could  make  good. 

But  this  game  of  setting  one  dog  upon  another,  that 
thety  might  eat  each  other  up  while  the  dog  who  had 
caused  the  fight  was  eating  the  bone,  suited  Fred  first 
rate. 

He  at  once  endorsed  it  and  talked  it  over  with  McCall. 

Preparations  were  soon  made  for  the  start  for  the  big 
swamp.  But  as  they  were  getting  ready  a  colored  boy 
came  along  and  put  a  note  in  Fred’s  hands. 

Fred  of  course  was  surprised,  and  he  glanced  at  the 
note. 

Its  contents  gave  him  a  start. 

Thus  it  read : 

"To  Fred  Fearnot: — For  meddling  with  that  which 
does  not  concern  you  it  has  been  arranged  that  you  shall 
die.  This  is  the  sentence  of  the  Iron  Arm  that  is  long 
and  reaches  many  miles,  and  never  fails.  You  are  to  die, 
and  it  is  well  for  you  to  make  your  peace  with  your  Maker. 

(Signed)  "IROY  ARM.” 

Fred  read  this  with  a  laugh  and  then  he  handed  it  to 
Terry.  But  as  Terry  read  he  was  more  disturbed  than 
Fred  was. 

Fred  showed  the  message  to  McCall,  and  he  smiled 
and  said: 

"There  it  is,  boss.  The  critters  will  give  you  no  peace 
until  you  get  them.  I  advise  you  to  never  give  up  until 
vou  have  them  done  up  brown.  I  would  not  bother  about 
turning  them  over  to  the  law,  either,  but  just  lay  them 
out  with  bullets.” 

Of  course  Fred  was  not  prepared  to  accept  McCall’s 
extreme  idea,  but  he  was  ready  to  go  in  after  the  v  illains, 
for  he  realized  that  they  must  really  be  put  out  of  their 
bad  occupation. 

So  it  was  planned  that  McCall  should  go  secretly  to 
the  %den  of  the  blackmailers  and  kidnappers  and  make 
friends  with  them  and  then  it  would  be  easy  to  get  them 

into  a  trap.  _  _ 

It  might  be  treachery,  but  it  was  perfectly  legitimate, 

for  in  dealing  with  such  men  any  sort  of  a  game  was 

allowable.  , 

So  McCall  disappeared  and  no  one  but  the  three  boys 

knew  that  he  had  gone  into  the  big  swamp. 

The  boy*  now  got  their  things  together  and  with  their 
rifle,  and  supplies  took  the  canoe  and  started  away  once 
more  into  the  Everglades.  It  was  taking  a  desperate 


chance,  for  the  gang  had  all  the  best  of  it,  knowing  the 
swamps  better  than  the  boys. 

But  this  did  not  deter  them  and  they  set  out  the  next 
day. 

They  paddled  the  canoe  into  the  channel  that  led  into 
the  big  lake  beyond  and  soon  were  once  more  in  the  wilds 
of  the  mighty  Everglades.  It  was  a  wonderful  spectacle 
that  was  spread  on  all  sides. 

The  big  swamp  was  alive  with  wild  animal  and  bird 
life  and  as  the  boys  paddled  slowly  through  the  fastnesses 
thev  saw  many  chances  to  bag  game. 

Alligators  basked  in  the  sun  on  sandv  reaches  and  the 
grass  was  full  of  big  herons,  with  the  most  gorgeous  of 
plumage. 

They  kept  on  until  they  reached  a  narrow  channel  that 
led  to  the  place  where  they  had  first  come  upon  the 
Swamp  Angels  or  nomads  of  the  Everglades. 

Suddenly  they  saw  a  queer-looking  structure  in  the 
reeds  and  it  looked  like  a  charred  and  blackened  house¬ 
boat.  Certainly  fire  had  been  at  work  and  'as  they  drew 
nearer  they  were  appalled  to  see  that  it  was  really  the 
houseboat  of  the  swamp  family,  whom  they  had  visited 
the  day  before. 

But  it  had  been  burned  to  the  water’s  edge  and,  more 
than  that,  they  were  aghast  to  see  the  body  of  a  man 
hanging  over  the  gunwale. 

It  had  been  partly  consumed  by  fire  and  as  the  boys 
came  nearer  thev  saw  that  it  was  the  bodv  of  the  un- 

4/ 

fortunate  head  of  the  family  of  fishermen  and  hunters. 

"Mercy!”  gasped  Terry.  "What  has  happened?  The 
man  is  dead  and  it  looks  as  if  he  was  the  victim  of  fire.” 

Fred  and  Dick  were  horrified,  as  well,  and  as  they  got 
out  and  examined  the  body  they  saw  a  placard  that  was 
stuck  on  the  wreck.  It  was  written  in  letters  of  blood, 
as  follows : 

"This  is  Fair  Warning  to  Meddlers!  The  Fate  of  this 
poor  Fool  will  be  the  Fate  of  all  Fools  who  bear  witness 
against  or  give  evidence  against  the  Iron  Arm.  So  die 
the  foes  of  our  Companv. 

"By  Order:  IRON  ARM.” 

The  three  boys  were  so  horrified  that  for  some  mo¬ 
ments  they  could  not  speak. 

The  injustice  and  awful  wrong  of  the  act  of  the  gang 
of  murderers  was  appalling.  The  swamp  people  had  not 
in  any  manner  given  information  that  warranted  such 
vengeance. 

Tt  was  the  worst  and  most  brutal  of  murder  and  the 
boys  could  not  for  a  time  recover  from  the  horror  of  it  all. 

"Great  Scott!”  exclaimed  Terry.  "What  could  be 
worse  than  that?  Certainly  those  villains  were  wrong 
in  their  judgment,  and  they  have  killed  innocent  people.” 

"One  more  charge  against  them,”  said  Dick.  "They 
must  be  hunted  to  death  now.  I  think  McCall  is  right 
in  his  declaration  that  they  ought  not  to  be  shown  rhercy, 
but  should  be  shot  down  at  sight.” 

Fred  and  Terry  were  willing  now  to  admit  that  this 
was  true  and  that  the  Georgia  desperado  knew  best. 

It  was  certainly  justifiable  to  shoot  Hogan  and  his  band 
on  sight,  for  it  would  be  only  jus! ice  and  a  measure  for 
the  protection  of  the  public  at  large. 
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They,  however,  removed  the  body  of  the  poor  hunter 
to  the  shore  and  dug  a  grave  in  the  sand  and  buried  him. 

A  search  revealed  that  the  others  of  the  party  had 
also  perished,  being  nearly  a  dozen  souls  in  all,  and  their 
bodies  had  been  east  into  the  water  for  the  alligators  to 
feed  upon. 

Not  one  of  them  could  be  found  alive. 

“This  is  awful,”  said  Fred.  “We  must  avenge  them, 
though  they  may  be  nothing  to  us.” 

The  boys  did  all  that  was  in  their  power  to  observe  the 
laws  of  humanity  and  after  the  burial  of  the  remains  of 
poor  swamp  hunter  they  returned  to  their  canoe. 

It  was  fully  decided  now  that  they  would  shoot  on  sight 
the  first  one  of  the  Iron  Arm  gang  they  should  see.  It 
would  be  only  the  proper  thing  to  do. 

They  now  left  the  spot  where  the  tragedy  had  occurred 
and  paddled  along  swiftly  across  the  surface  of  the  lake. 
They  were  now  getting  further  into  the  Everglades  and  it 
was  growing  wilder  &ad  more  dismal  every  moment. 

But  they  now  came  in  sight  of  the  spot  where  they 
had  landed  to  invade  the  den  and  camp  of  the  gang  and 
they  saw  that  there  was  now  no  sign  of  life  there. 

They  guessed  the  reason  for  this,  and  this  was  that  the 
gang  had  decided  that  it  would  be  safer  to  move  their 
quarters.  They  had  no  doubt  gone  deeper  into  the 
swamp. 

Just  what  course  to  take  now  was  a  puzzle,  of  course, 
but  they  kept  along  in  the  channel  into  the  lake  beyond 
It  was  no  doubt  that  the  ruffians  had  gone  deeper  into 
swamp. 

So,  of  course,  they  could  only  do  the  same. 

But  they  proceeded  cautiously,  for  they  knew  well  that 
the  gang  would  be  on  the  watch  for  an  attack  and  they 
would  be  .sure  to  fire  upon  them  from  some  ambush. 

Just  then  they  heard  a  shout  and  saw  a  long  boat  with 
a  sail  in  it  coming  through  a  passage  in  the  tall  grass. 
There  were  four  men  in  it  and  they  were  standing  up  and 
waving  their  arms. 

The  boys  ceased  paddling,  and  Fted  exclaimed : 

“I  wonder  who  t'hev  are?  Thev  do  not  look  like  foes!” 

%>  */ 

“They  are  hunters,  no  doubt,”  said  Dick. 

“Then  we  have  nothing  to  fear.” 

“I  think  not.” 

The  boys  now  answered  the  hail  of  the  strangers  and 
in  a  few  moments  the  sailboat  came  nearer.  Then  it  was 
seen  that  Dick’s  supposition  was  correct. 

They  were  a  party  of  hunters  and  explorers,  and  as  the 
boys  drew  nearer  they  stood  up  in  their  boat  and  one  of 
them  called  out: 

“Hello,  friends!  What  are  you  doing  here  in  that 
canoe?” 

“We  are  taking  a  trip  through  the  Everglades,”  an¬ 
swered  Fred.  “What  are  you  doing  here  also?” 

“We  are  exploring  for  our  scientific  society,”  answered 
the  man  in  the  bow.  “We  are  from  Washington  and  we 
have  been  a  month  down  here,  getting  specimens  of  flora 
and  fauna.” 

It  was  plain  that  they  were  scientists  and  the  boys  now 
drew  nearer  with  interest  and  engaged  in  conversation 
with  them. 

The  tall  man  in  the  bow  introduced  himself  as  Pro¬ 
fessor  Gould  of  the  Smithsonian  Institute  of  Washington. 


and  his  companions  were  men  of  science  from  the  -aine 
institution. 

They  were  very  glad  to  see  the  hoys,  who  were  able  to 
give  them  much  information  of  events,  since  they  had 
entered  the  Everglades'  some  months  previous. 

Professor  Gould  declared  that  they  had  lived  in  tin* 
swamps  for  four  months  and  had  found  most  of  their  liv¬ 
ing  there  in  the  fish  and  game.  They  had  gathered  many 
valuable  specimens  and  had  experienced  a  good  many  ad¬ 
ventures. 

“We  have  got  the  Everglades  down  fine,”  said  the  pro¬ 
fessor.  “It  is  the  wildest  part  of  the  world,  no  doubt. 
We  have  seen  strange  animals  and*  fish  that  are  unknown 
to  science  and  we  have  succeeded  to  the  limit  of  our  ex¬ 
pectations.” 

But  the  boys  now  had  to  tell  what  had  brought  them 
into  the  big  swamp. 

When  the  scientists  learned  the  real  reason  for  their 
presence  they  wrere  greatly  surprised. 

They  could  hardly  believe  it,  and  Professor  Gould  said: 

“It  is  strange  that  we  have  not  seen  a  single  man  of 
the  kind  since  we  have  been  here.  The  people  we  have 
met  have  all  been  harmless  and  mostlv  hunters  of  game 
and  birds  for  their  plumage.” 

When  the  scientists  learned  of  the  terrible  murders 
of  the  swamp  family  they  were  horrified  and  declared 
that  officers  of  the  law  ought  to  be  sent  down  there  and 
explore  the  swamp  and  exterminate  the  bad  gang. 

“That  is  all  right,”  said  Dick,  “but  it  is  hard  to  induce 
the  State  or  the  Government  to  do  that.  They  do  not 
like  to  invade  so  wild  a  place  as  the  Everglades  and  it  is 
fast  becoming  the  home  of  many  hard  men  of  the  criminal 
class.” 

Professor  Gould  and  his  associates  now  inquired  the 
way  to  Palm  Creek,  for  they  bad  decided  to  go  there  and 
make  a  stay  for  a  time  while  they  renewed  their  sup¬ 
plies. 

They  were  to  spend  many  more  weeks  in  the  swamp 
and  they  might  see  the  bovs  again. 

“It  is  certainly  plucky  of  you  youths  to  invade  such  a 
place  to  avenge  the  wrongs  of  others,”  said  Professor 
Gould.  “I  wish  you  much  good  luck  and  that  you  may 
wipe  out  the  hard  gang.” 

The  boys  now  paddled  away  and  soon  they  were  at  the 
other  end  of  the  passage  and  came  into  a  mighty  section 
of  the  grassy  lake  and  saw  a  long  line  of  land  ahead. 

It  was,  of  course,  one  of  the  many  sandy  islands  in  the 
mighty  Okeechobee  district  and  they  decided  to  run 
ashore  and  explore  the  place.  So  the  canoe  was  sent  in 
that  direction. 

In  due  time  they  came  to  the  sandy  shore  and  ran  the 
canoe  up  onto  the  beach  and  leaped  out.  The  moment 
they  did  so  Fred  gave  a  sharp  exclamation  of  surprise. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THU  r>FSPERAT>0*S  FATE. 

The  surprise  of  Fred  was  occasioned  by  the  presence 
ot  an  object  in  the  sand  that  betrayed  much  that  wa> 
important  to  them. 
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1:  was  a  belt  with  cartridges  in  it,  and  as  Fred  picked 
a  up  he  saw  that  there  were  footprints  in  the  sand. 

His  discovery  attracted  the  others  and  they  now  pressed 
forward  to  examine  the  find  also. 

the  belt  was  of  the  regulation  kind  and  there  were 
tndce.  in  it.  Fred  examined  it  and  found  that 
there  was  a  name-plate  on  it. 

It  read  as  follows : 

“Jim  Hogan,  Jacksonville.” 

Of  course  this  told  the  boys  that  the  gang  had  landed 
there  and  it  might  be  that  they  were  not  far  away.  Pos¬ 
sibly  they  had  come  to  this  locality  to  make  their  new 
den. 

“By  jingo!”  exclaimed  Dick,  with  a  deep  breath. 
“This  looks  as  if  we  were  on  the  right  track  at  last.  It  is 
the  property  of  Hogan  and  the  natural  conclusion  would 
be  that  he  is  somewhere  about  here.” 

“You  are  right,  Dick,”  assented  Fred. 

“It  seems  to  me  that  we  ought  to  employ  the  greatest 
of  caution  then,”  observed  Terry. 

“That  is  right.” 

The  boys  now  drew  the  canoe  far  up  in  the  bushes  and 
they  took  the  precaution  to  destroy  their  footprints  as 
well  as  they  could,  so  that  if  any  member  of  the  gang 
should  happen  that  way  he  could  not  find  any  evidence 
of  their  presence. 

This  done,  they  discussed  the  best  plan  of  action. 

Dick,  of  course,  could  assert  that  there  were  fully  a 
score  in  number  of  the  band  of  villains  and  that  would 
be  odds  that  they  would  not  care  to  encounter. 

But  Fred  and  Terry  were  used  to  Indian  tactics  in  the 
wilds  and  they  suggested  employing  them  now.  It  was 
not  necessary  in  their  opinion  to  reveal  their  presence  to 
the  villains,  unless  it  was  through  some  misfortune. 

The  cartridge  belt  was  thrown  down  where  it  had  been 
found  and  the  traces  of  their  own  footprints  were  care- 
fuly  eliminated  and  they  proceeded  to  make  their  way 
through  the  jungle. 

For  some  ways  they  proceeded  with  great  caution,  for, 
of  course,  there  was  much  danger  of  running  upon  some 
of  the  villains,  which  would  be  bad  indeed.  But  they  did 
not  encounter  any  of  them  and  finally  came  out  in  a  large 
opening  in  the  cane-brake,  beyond  which  was  a  sort  of 
grassy  plain. 

It  was  a  fertile  spot  in  the  heart  of  the  wilds  and  there 
vere  deer  grazing  in  sight,  but  beyond  them  they  saw 
smoke  rising  from  a  little  hollow  in  the  sand. 

The  hollow  was  too  deep  to  see  what  might  bo  in  it, 
but  that  they  were  human  beings  there  was  no  doubt. 

7’he  boys  were  interested,  but  cautious  as  well,  and 
they  made  their  way  forward  with  the  greatest  of  care. 

They  presently  reached  a  point  from  whence  they  could 
see  the  hollow,  and  in  it  they  saw  the  figures  of  a  dozen 
men,  sitting  around  the  campfire. 

As  it  was  a  hot  day  this  seemed  to  be  strange  enough, 
but  it  wa-  of  course  certain  that  they  were  not  basking  in 
the  -.cat  of  the  fire,  but  simply  engaged  in  cooking. 

“There  are  our  men !”  declared  Dick.  “But  we  have 
go4  to  b'-  careful,  for  they  will  give  us  trouble  to  capture 
them.  If  McCall  was  here  he  would  no  doubt  advocate 


standing  off  at  safe  range  and  shooting  them  like 
wolves.” 

“McCall  is  not  here,”  remarked  Fred. 

The  words  had  barely  left  Fred’s  lips  when  a  voice 
sounded  in  their  rear  that  caused  all  a  start. 

They  whirled  around  as  the  words  smote  upon  their 
ears : 

“It  happens  that  McCall  is  here,  boys!” 

.  There  stood  the  Georgia  bad  man  in  the  flesh,  with  a 
smile  on  his  rugged  face. 

To  say  that  the  hoys  were  amazed  would  be  only  a  mild 
statement.  They  simply  gaped  at  the  desperado. 

“Thunder!”  gasped  Terry.  “Where  did  you  come 
from?” 

“Well,”  laughed  McCall,  “I  am  not  surprised  that  you 
ask  that  question.  I  will  say  that  if  it  had  not  been  for 
me  you  would  not  one  of  you  be  alive  at  this  moment.” 

The  boys  were  surprised  and  they  asked  the  desperado 
what  he  meant  by  his  statement. 

“Well,”  said  McCall,  “I  am  with  that  gang  now.  I 
am  supposed  to  be  on  guard  and  I  saw  you  when  you 
landed  and  found  that  belt,  and  if  I  had  been  true  to  my 
office  as  sentry  I  would  have  given  the  alarm  and  that 
’would  have  been  the  end  of  you.  But  I  have  not  reported 
to  the  gang  that  you  are  here  and  they,  of  course,  do  not 
know  it.” 

The  boys  were  aghast  at  this  revelation. 

As  they  realized  how  close  had  been  their  escape  they 
were  in  a  nervous  state.  They  saw  that  it  was  risky  to 
attempt  to  track  a  foe  in  those  wilds,  for  there  were  so 
many  chances  against  them. 

But  they  had  escaped  and  they  might  congratulate 
themselves  on  the  fact.  They  now  listened  to  McCall’s 
story  of  his  adventures  after  leaving  them. 

“I  had  no  trouble  in  finding  the  gang,”  he  said.  “It 
was  easy  for  me  to  get  in  with  them  again,  for  they  know 
that  I  am  an  outlaw  myself.  But  if  they  knew  that  I  am 
a  traitor  it  would  he  tough  for  me.  But  I  am  one  of 
them  now  and  it  is  all  right.” 

“McCall,”  asked  Fred,  “what  would  you  advise  us  to 
do?” 

“Eh?”  exclaimed  the  desperado.  “Just  keep  dark  un¬ 
til  I  can  lull  them  to  sleep.  It  will  be  easy  then  to  trap 
Hogan,  and  if  we  get  him  it  will  be  easy  to  wind  up  the 
whole  gang.  He  is  the  whole  head  and  front  of  the 
party  and  without  him  they  would  become  disorganized 
at  once.” 

Fred  could  see  that  this  was  true  and  he  was  disposed 
to  trust  the  desperado,  for  he  knew  that  he  would  look  at 
the  thousand  dollars  he  had  been  offered  as  sufficient  in¬ 
ducement. 

Terry  asked  McCall  if  they  had  better  go  back  and  bide 
somewhere  in  the  swamp  until  the  light  time  should 
come  for  action. 

The  desperado  was  silent  and  thoughtful  for  a  moment, 
but  at  last  he  declared: 

“I  think  you  had  better  stay  here  for  a  while.  I  have 
an  idea  that  1  can  decoy  Hogan  out  here,  by  and  by,  and 
it  would  be  easy  to  nab  him  then.  Just  go  over  there  and 
hide  in  that  heap  of  tall  grass.  Ivook  out  for  moccasins, 
for  this  place  is  alive  with  them.” 

The  boys  had  told  McCall  about  the  massacre  of  the 
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swamp  family  o£  hunters,  but  ho  did  not  seem  to  be  much 
interested  and  treated  the  matter  as  if  it  was  nothing 

unusual. 

So  the  bovs  went  over  and  hid  in  the  tall  grass,  not 

•r 

more  than  fifty  yards  away. 

They  crouched  down  and  were  keeping  quiet,  when 
Dick  gave  an  exclamation  and  quickly  brought  the  butt 
of  his  ride 'down  hard  on  the  ground. 

A  squirming  snake  was  seen  under  the  rifle  butt. 

The  statement  of  McCall  that  there  were  moccasins  in 
the  place  was  certainly  true.  In  a  few  moments  the  boys 
killed  more  than  half  a  dozen  of  the  dangerous  reptiles. 

But  they  now  became  interested  in  a  scene  that  was 
enacted  before  their  eves.  McCall  was  acting  as  a  sentry 
and  he  was  pacing  up  and  down  when  they  saw  a  man  s 
form  come  out  of  the  distant  hollow  and  approach  the 
desperado. 

The  boys  felt  a  thrill  as  they  recognized  the  figure  as 
that  of  the  villain  and  murderer,  Hogan. 

Hogan  was  a  burly  ruffian,  with  the  meanest  face  that 
they  had  ever  looked  upon. 

He  came  up  to  McCall  and  spoke  to  him. 

The  Georgia  desperado  answered  him  and  they  talked 
a  moment,  when  McCall  was  seen  to  be  urging  him  to  ac¬ 
company  him  to  the  shore.  The  chief  of  the  Iron  Arm 
gang  did  not  seem  to  suspect  anything  and  he  at  once 
consented  and  walked  away  with  McCall. 

In  a  short  time  they  went  out  of  sight  in  the  tall  grass 
in  the  direction  of  the  shore. 

“It  is  all  up  with  him!”  exclaimed  Terry.  “McCall 
has  got  him  all  right.” 

The  boys  were  greatly  excited  and  it  seemed  to  them 
that  this  was  the  truth.  But  Fred  now  believed  that  they 
ought  to  go  down  to  the  shore  and  join  their  colleague. 

“It  will  do  no  harm,  for  McCall  may  have  trouble  that 
he  does  not  expect  in  subduing  the  fellow,”  said  Fred. 

“All  right,”  agreed  Dick.  “I  agree  with  you,  Fred. 
Wc  might  be  able  to  help  him.” 

So  the  three  bovs  went  softly  along  in  the  tall  grass 
and  soon  had  reached  the  path. 

But  just  as  they  were  about  to  enter  it  they  heard  the 
awful  yell  of  a  man  in  agony  and  then  the  voices  of  many 
raised  in  shouting.  It  was  a  strange  happening. 

•  The  boys  sank  down  in  the  grass. 

They  were  not  a  moment  too  soon. 

Along  the  path  came  six  tough-looking  men  and  they 
were  led  by  the  villain,  Hogan.  The  boys  could  have 
touched  them  as  they  passed,  so  near  were  they. 

But  they  passed  without  suspecting  the  presence  of  the 
boys,  apparently,  and  soon  were  out  of  sight. 

Fred  and  Terry  and  Dick  came  out  of  the  grass  and 
stared  at  each  other  in  amazement.  They  were  unable 
for  a  moment  to  speak,  so  completely  mystified  were  they. 

“What  on  earth  does  that  mean?”  asked  Terry. 

“Where  did  they  come  from?” 

Again  Dick  made  another  query: 

“Where  is  our  friend  McCall?” 

The  boys  could  not  understand  the  game  at  all  and  they 
now  decided  to  go  down  to  the  shore  to  see,  if  possible, 
what  had  become  of  the  Georgia  desperado. 

They  followed  the  path  cautiously,  for  they  .knew  how 
risky  it  was  and  that  they  might  be  -potted  by  the  cun¬ 


hor 


ning  rascals  at  any  moment.  But  they  reached  the 
in  a  few  moments  and  they  then  beheld  what  gave  them  a 
terrible  shock. 

On  the  sands  of  the  shore  lay  the  figure  of  man. 

The  boys  went  up  to  it  and  turned  the  body  over.  A 
glance  wras  enough,  for  they  saw  that  McCall,  the  famous 
and  daring  Georgia  desperado,  was  dead. 

Ilis  skull  was  crushed  in  and  the  club  that  had  been 
used  to  do  the  deed  was  lving  beside  him.  On  his  breast 

J  c? 

was  a  placard: 
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So  die  all  traitors  to  the  Iron  Arm!” 

The  shock  experienced  by  the  boys  was  beyond  ex¬ 
pression.  They  could  only  look  at  each  other  and  the  fuli 
realization  was  terrible. 

McCall  had  been  in  some  mysterious  way  discovered 
and  his  career  had  been  ended  in  the  most  summary  man¬ 
ner. 

How  the  Georgia  bad  man  had  been  exposed  was  a 
mystery  for  a  while,  until  finally  Dick  hit  upon  what  he 
believed  was  the  true  story. 

“I  have  it,”  said  Dick.  “If  I  am  not  wrong,  McCall 
was  spotted  talking  with  us  in  Palm  Creek  by  some  ac¬ 
complice  of  the  gang.  The  report  was  no  doubt  brought 
by  these  men  who  have  just  arrived,  and  when  McCall  was 

confronted  with  the  accusation  he  was  unable  to  satisfy 
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the  villains  and  they  put  him  out  of  the  way  without 
ceremony.” 

This  was  certainly  a  logical  explanation  of  the  matter, 
and  the  boys  were  prone  to  accept  it. 

But  it  only  emphasized  the  danger  they  were  in  them¬ 
selves.  They  knew  that  their  presence  in  the  Everglades 
was  known  to  the  gang  and  that  they  were  apt  to  be 
trapped  at  any  time. 

Dick  grew  anxious  and  said : 

“It  seems  to  me  that  we  are  not  to  accomplish  any¬ 
thing  in  the  way  we  are  working  and  we  owe  something 
to  ourselves  in  the  way  of  self-preservation.  We  ought 
not  to  blindly  throw  our  lives  away.” 

Fred  was,  of  course,  of  the  same 'opinion,  but  he  said: 

“You  are  in  the  main,  right,  Dick.  Yet  we  are  here  for 
the  purpose  of  rounding  up  the  gang  and  we  do  not  want 
to  back  out  in  the  face  of  danger,  for  that  is  what  we 
must  expect.” 

“All  right,  Fred.  I  am  not  squealing,  but  it  seems  to 
me  there  is  no  need  of  throwing  our  lives  away  in  what 
seems  to  be  a  futile  attempt  to  attain  our  ends.” 

“You  are  both  right,”  said  Terry.  “But  if  I  am  per¬ 
mitted  to  make  a  suggestion  it  is  that  we  relinquish  any 
attempt  to  capture  the  villain,  Hogan,  but  lie  in  wait  for 
him,  or  any  others  of  the  gang,  and  simply  rid  the  earth 
of  them,  as  you  would  a  rabid  animal  or  reptile." 

“^1  ou  mean  to  shoot  them  on  sight,  Terry?" 

I  certainly  do.  I  see  no  reason  why  we  should  give 
them  any  chance  at  all.” 


« 


I  believe  you  are  right. 


Torn* 


said  Dick,  readily. 


They  are  a  menace  to  safety  of  all  law-abiding  people 
and  might  be  classed  with  dangerous  wild  beasts," 

“Hold  on!"  said  Ff*od.  “That  is  one  view  of  the  mat¬ 
ter.  But  on  the  other  band  the  law  provide-  punishment 
foi  all  s\u h  men,  and  if  we  take  the  law  into  our  own 
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"e  thwart  that  very  justice  we  are  pledged  to  sus¬ 


tain. 


"Fred."  said  Terry  impatiently,  “you  are  always  look- 
t  ‘d  the  et Ideal  side  of  a  question.  That  is  all  right  in 
theory,  but  in  a  case  of  this  kind  theory  is  bad  practice, 
because  it  is  expensive.’’ 

k*\Ve  won't  argue  the  points  of  the  case,  Terry,”  said 
bred,  in  a  grave  way.  "But  you  know  as  well  as  I  that 
it  is  cowardly  to  go  hunting  for  human  life  from  am¬ 
bush.  It  is  manly  and  fair  to  give  the  foe  a  chance  for 
his  life.” 

Oh,  rot !  You  ought  to  know,  Fred,  that  you  are  not 
dealing  with  a  foe  in  the  right  sense  of  the  word.  These 
men  aie  murderers,  who  would  shoot  us  from  ambush, 
and  we  are  therefore  justified  in  getting  them  in  their 
own  way  if  we  can.” 

^  ou  are  right,  Terry,  according  to  the  Southern  way 
of  thinking,”  said  Dick,  “but  I  can  see  that  Fred  has 
good  ground  for  his  argument,  for  he  looks  at  it  from  a. 
legal  point  of  view.” 

“Dick,  you  will  admit  that  the  time  has  not  yet  come 
when  the  legal  practice  is  not  always  the  best.” 

The  argument  was  all  in  a  friendly  spirit,  of  course, 
and  Fred  won  out. 

But  it  was  always  the  way  with  thp  two  chums,  Fearnot 
and  Olcott,  for  they  were  decidedly  of  opposite  tempera¬ 
ments  and  what  seemed  just  to  Fred  was  to  the  im¬ 
patient  soul  of  Terry,  useless  delay. 

While  Terry  was  hasty  to  a  fault,  Fred  was  cool  and 
impassionate,  and  therefore  better  balanced.  But  when 
it  came  to  a  fight  there  was  not  a  braver  spirit  than  that 
possessed  by  Terry  Olcott. 

“See  here,  Fred,”  said  Terry,  finally.  “Then  if  we 
are  attacked  by  the  villains  we  are  not  to  fire  upon  them 
to  kill?” 

“That  is  not  so,  Terry.  In  a  case  of  that  kind,  of 
course,  killing  would  be  justifiable.  It  would  be  in  self- 
defense.  But  what  I  object  to  is  the  sneaking  through 
the  grass  and  picking  off  the  enemy  in  a  way  that  to  me 
seems  cowardly.” 

“Oh,  I  see!”  admitted  Terry.  “I  guess  you  are  right 
on  that  score,  Fred.  I  agree  with  you  there.” 

That  ended  the  argument  and  it  was  understood  that 
they  were  only  to  fire  to  kill  when  they  were  attacked, 
and  it  was  necessary  in  a  battle  for  self-preservation. 

Both  boys  now  agred  that  Fred  was  right  and  this  was 
another  moral  victory  for  Fred  Fearnot,  who  always  stood 
for  what  was  fair  and  noble  in  everything. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

BREAKING  UP  THE  GANG. 

Tin-  bo  vs  were  now  eager  to  know  what  was  going  on 
at  the  earnp  of  the  outlaw-  and  they  took  a  mighty  risk  to 

find  out. 

They  knew  that  the  villains  were,  of  course,  aware  of 
their  presence  in  the  Everglades,  but  they  did  not  believe 


that  McCall  had  given  them  information  as  to  their  exact 
location. 

In  fact,  the  boys  had  now  recovered  somewhat  from 
their  first  fear  and  trepidation  and  were  ready  for  a  fight, 
if  it  was  necessary. 

The  death  of  McCall  had  changed  their  plans  quite 
materially,  of  course,  but  yet  they  had  no  thought  of 
abandoning  their  purpose  of  hunting  down  the  monster- 
in-crime,  Hogan. 

So  they  proceeded  to  creep  very  cautiously  through  the 
grass,  which  made  a  fine  screen,  toward  the  camp  of  the 
gang. 

They  made  good  progress  for  a  time  and  had  reached  a 
point,  which  was  not  more  than  a  hundred  yards  from  the 
hollow  in  which  they  were,  when  they  heard  the  sounds  of 
firing  from  a  distance. 

Instantly,  the  whole  gang  of  outlaws  came  rushing  out 
of  the  hollow  and  formed  on  the  level  ground.  They 
stood  in  a  listening  attitude  for  some  moments. 

Then  from  the  distant  cane-brake  there  burst  a  man 
who  was  blood-stained  and  exhausted  and  who  came  run¬ 
ning  up  to  the  outlaws.  He  was  one  of  the  sentries  that 
had  been  placed  around  the  island  and  as  he  paused  his 
words  could  be  heard  by  the  boys: 

“Thar  is  a  gang  coming  ter  wipe  us  out  for  killing  ther 
Swamp  Angels.  Git  ready,  for  thar  are  twenty  of  them.” 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  three  boys  were  astounded, 
as  well  as  delighted,  by  this  revelation. 

That  such  reinforcements  were  on  the  way  was  a  mat¬ 
ter  that  meant  much. 

It  looked  as  if  the  swamp  gang  was  going  to  get  what 
they  deserved,  after  all.  Who  the  party  were  which  was 
coming  to  the  attack  the  boys  could  only  guess. 

But  Dick  said : 

“The  swamp  people  have  friends  who  are  in  the  same 
business  of  hunting  and  go  North  every  year,  and  it  is 
likely  some  of  them  are  coming  to  avenge  their  friends, 
who  were  so  foully  killed.  If  that  is  the  case  we  had 
better  join  them  and  be  in  at  the  death.” 

“Good  !”  said  Fred.  “That  is  a  fine  idea.  Let  us  move 
in  that  direction.  But  we  must  use  caution  not  to  be 
mistaken  by  them  for  the  foe  and  so  get  into  trouble.” 

•The  hoys  made  their  way  around  the  open  tract  in  the 
hope  of  meeting  the  party  of  avengers,  and  they  had  made 
their  way  some  distance  to  the  other  side  when  they  heard 
shots  and  bullets  began  to  whizz  over  their  heads. 

“Hold  on,  hoys !”  said  /Fred.  “We  cannot  take  such 
chances.  They  will  hit  us  if  we  go  any  further  in  that 
direction.” 

This  was  evident,  for  the  bullets  were  hitting  all 
around  them  and  it  was  dangerous,  so  they  got  down  in 
the  grass  and  kept  quiet  until  ihey  saw  figures  of  the 
avengers  coming  through  the  cane-brake. 

The  outlaws  were  grouped  in  the  hollow  and  returned 
the  fire  of  the  foe. 

The  boys  knew  that  the  best  thing  they  could  do  at 
present  was  to  keep  out  of  the  mix-up. 

So  they  kept  low  and  watched  the  affray. 

The  swamp  people  came  in  faster  and  it  was  plain  that 
they  had  the  purpose  to  sacrifice  their  lives  to  win  re¬ 
venge  on  the  villains. 
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They  did  not  pause  for  the  return  fire  and  came  boldly 
out  in  the  open,  charging  across  the  level  plain. 

There  were  at  least  a  dozen  of  them  and  they  were  tall, 
gaunt,  browned  men  of  the  type  of  the  swamp  people. 
They  carried  rifles  and  they  were  a  savage  gang  to  meet. 

On  they  eaine  at  the  charge  and  Fred  and  Terry  and 
Dick  were  much  impressed  at  their  daring  and  real  reck¬ 
lessness. 

But  when  they  were  quite  near  the  hollow  the  fire  of 
the  gang  of  swamp  outlaws  was  so  hot  that  half  of  them 
went  down,  wounded  or  dead.  It  was  certainly  a  battle 
royal. 

The  others  of  the  avenging  band  now  broke  and  fell 
back. 

They  were  badly  shattered  and  for  a  moment  disorgan¬ 
ized.  The  boys  were  astonished  and  disappointed,  and 
Fred  said: 

"It  is  too  bad !  They  cannot  hope  to  win  now,  for  they 
have  sacrificed  too  many  men.  It  was  very  bad  judgment 
in  taking  such  a  risk  in  the  face  of  such  desperate  men 
as  the  swamp  gang.” 

"They  ought  to  have  made  a  more  defensive  fight.” 

"Certainly.  They  could  have  won.” 

It  did  look  as  if  the  avengers  were  now  out  of  it  and 
the  outlaws  gave  shouts  of  victory  and  they  prepared  to 
make  a  charge  that  would  no  doubt  result  in  the  utter 
rout  of  the  avengers. 

This  stirred  Fred  so  much  that  he  sprung  up  and  said : 

"Come  on,  boys.  This  is  our  time  to  get  into  it  and  we 
can  give  them  a  bad  scare,  anyway.  Perhaps  we  can  drive 
them  back.” 

Terry  and  Dick  were  ready  and  they  at  once  aimed  and 
fired  in  a  volley  at  the  villains. 

This  fire  so  unexpected  and  coming  from  a  new  quar¬ 
ter  was  an  astonishing  thing  to  the  outlaws  and’  they 
were  so  astounded  that  they  broke  and  ran  to  cover. 

It  had  diverted  the  attack  on  the  remnant  of  the 
avengers  and  it  had  also  given  them  the  impression  that 
they  had  allies  and  they  recovered  and  opened  fire  them¬ 
selves. 

The  battle  was  to  be  fought  to  a  finish  now  and  the 
boys  got  into  it  for  all  they  were  worth. 

They  loaded  and  fired  as  fast  as  they  could,  keeping  up 
a  hot  fire  that  demoralizerl  the  foe  and  at  last,  after  the 
outlaws  lost  several  men,  they  retreated  to  the  woods  be¬ 
yond. 

Here  they  made  a  stand,  and  so  well  did  they  resist 
that  their  foes  were  held  back.  Fred  saw  that  they  were 
too  strong  in  that  position,  and  he  said : 

"We  have  done  all  we  can  at  the  present  moment.  We 
will  have  to  try  another  method  to  drive  them  from  their 
place  of  refuge.  It  is  the  finish  of  them,  T  think,  though.” 

Terry  wanted  to  keep  up  the  fire  and  try  to  close  in 
on  them,  but  Fred  explained: 

"Tt  would  be  folly,  for  they  are  too  strongly  intrenched 
in  the  woods  and  if  we  were  to  keep  up  our  fire  we  would 
soon  run  out  of  ammunition.  Tf  we  do  that  we  might  as 
well  give  up  the  fight  and  make  our  peace  with  Heaven.” 

Dick  saw  that  Fred  was  right  and  he  advised  Terry  to 
that  end  and  the  headstrong  Olcott  gave  in  and  admitted 
that  Fred  was  right. 


But  now  the  outlaws’  fire  died  out  altogether  and  -oon 
they  made  no  reply  whatever. 

Thcd  had  left  seven  or  eight  dead  on  the  field  and  the 
avengers  had  left  as  many  more.  Really  it  had  been  a  t 
serious  fight  and  the  odds  were  in  favor  now  of  the 
avengers. 

But  now  that  the  outlaws  were  leaving  the  field,  Fred 
saw  that  they  must  adopt  different  tactics. 

He  took  his  handkerchief  and  tied  it  to  a  stick  and 
waved  it  as  a  signal  to  the  avengers,  and  the  signal  was 
presently  answered. 

Fred  emerged  and  walked  boldly  toward  the  position  of 
their  allies  and  presently  one  of  the  swamp  people  came 
out  to  meet  him.  Fred  met  the  man  halfway  across  the 
open,  and  they  shook  hands. 

"My  friend,”  said  Fred,  "I  see  that  you  are  after  the 
swamp  gang.  We  are  also  after  them,  for  they  have 
been  long  enough  a  menace  to  the  safety  and  peace  of  the 
country.” 

"Boss,  that  is  right,  but  we  are  after  them,  for  they 
killed  a  whole  family  of  our  friends  without  reason  for 
doing  so.  It  was  cold-blooded  murder  and  we  are  going 
to  hang  Hogan  when  we  catch  him.” 

"I  know  all  about  it,  for  I  was  one  who  found  the  body 
of  the  head  of  that  familv,  and  we  buried  him.” 

The  swamp  hunter  was  amazed  and  he  looked  at  Fred 
with  great  interest  and  surprise. 

"So  you  are  the  man  who  buried  Joe?”  he  asked. 
"Give  us  your  hand,  boss,  for  I  can  see  you  are  a  white 
man.  Come  over  and  meet  my  friends,  for  they  will  be 
yours.” 

Fred  now  beckoned  to  Terry  and  Dick,  and  they  went 
over  with  the  tali  swamp  hunter  and  presently  were  in¬ 
troduced  to  the  others,  who  wrere  glad  to  see  them. 

Explanations  were  quickly  made  and  Marshall,  who 
was  the  leader  of  the  band  of  avengers,  said : 

"We  would  never  trouble  them  if  they  had  not  made 
an  attack  upon  one  of  our  people.  We  could  not  stand 
that  and  we  organized  and  are  sworn  to  annihilate  them.” 

"You  are  right  in  that  resolution,”  said  Fred.  "They 
ought  to  be  wiped  out,  for  no  man’s  life  will  be  safe  as 
long  as  they  have  liberty  in  these  swamps.” 

The  swamp  people  were  glad  to  know  Fred  and  his 
companions  and  they  were  eager  to  capture  Hogan,  whom 
they  wanted  to  hang.  But  Marshall,  the  leader,  said : 

"At  the  same  time,  if  T  get  a  bead  on  him,  I  will  shoot 
him  dead.  He  shall  not  escape.” 

"That  is  where  you  are  right,”  said  Fred.  "He  is  a 
slippery  customer  and  you  can  take  no  chances.” 

But  now  the  swamp  avengers  wanted  to  go  into  the 
woods  after  the  gang,  but  FYed.  who  saw  that  they  were 
courageous  to  the  point  of  recklessness,  said : 

"Friends,  if  I  were  yon  T  would  not  do  that.  They  are 
protected,  and  you  will  be  shot  down  before  you  can  come 
to  close  range.  It  is  better  to  play  a  defensive  game  for  a 
while.” 

Fred's  advice  was  luckily  heeded  and  the  avengers  did 
not  make  the  attack,  which  would  have  hc>n  just  what  the 
Tron  Arm  gang  would  have  most  desired. 

Rut  Marshall  now  asked  Fred  if  he  would  not  take 

command. 

“  I  can  boss,  that  yon  are  a  natural  loader  and  a 
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£ood  general,  li  you  will  take  command  of  our  band  we 
will  obey  you  to  the  letter.” 

Fred  accepted  the  command  and  he  at  once  sent  out 
pickets  to  the  side  next  the  lagoon.  He  then  advanced 
a  skirmish  line  into  the  edge  of  the  woods'. 

It  was  not  long  before  this  skirmish  line  was  in  a 
position  to  make  a  destructive  fire  right  into  the  midst  of 
the  gang  and  it  forced  them  to  change  their  position. 

This  was  what  Fred  wanted,  for  it  caused  them  to  fail 
back  to  the  spot  where  he  had  stationed  his  pickets  and 
now  he  could  mass  his  men  at  that  point  and  give  them  a 
destructive  fire. 

It  was  more  than  the  villains  could  stand  and  they 
soon  made  a  break  for  a  full  retreat. 

Pursuit  was  hot  and  it  carried  them  over  to  the  further 
shore  of  the  island.  Here  the  fugitives  made  a  stand 
which  was  desperate,  for  the  fact  that  they  were  hemmed 
in. 

“Fred,”  said  Terry,  “this  is  fighting  it  out  in  scientific 
*  style.  We  have  got  the  maneuver  on  them  and  it  will  be 
easy  now  to  drive  them  to  destruction  in  the  lake,  or  to 
surrender.” 

“That  is  what  we  want,  Terry.” 

“Surely!  We  have  got  them  at  last.” 

“It  did  seem  so,  and  the  avengers,  all  of  whom  had 
been  so  eager  to  catch  the  villain,  Hogan,  were  jubilant. 
Their  desire  was  likely  to  be  obtained. 

The  outlaws  were  in  a  very  bad  position  now,  for  they 
were  evidently  not  able  to  fight  back  much,  for  their 
numbers  were  so  depleted  by  the  cross-fire  of  the  avengers 
that  they  were  almost  rendered  no  longer  dangerous.  It 
was  a  sure  surrender,  it  seemed. 

In  fact,  after  the  avengers  had  opened  fire  on  them  in 
their  new  position,  a  white  flag  was  seen  to  be  raised  and 
a  man  came  out  to  get  terms  of  surrender. 

Of  course,  Fred  demanded  unconditicmal  surrender. 
“We  will  make  no  promises,”  he  said.  “You  will  sur¬ 
render  without  conditions,  or  we  will  proceed  to  fire  upon 
you  until  you  are  wiped  out  entirely.” 

The  swamp  gang  were  in  consternation  over  this,  for 
thev  had  believed  that  they  would  get  the  best  of  terms. 
But  Fred  was  simply  inexorable. 

The  truce-bearer  went  back  and  it  was  some  time  be¬ 
fore  he  appeared  again. 

Fred  waited  a  sufficient  length  of  time  and  then  he 

ordered  the  fire  to  be  resumed. 

This  had  the  desired  effect  and  the  next  moment  the 
truce-bearer  appeared  and,  as  he  came  up,  he  announced . 

“Boss,  your  terms  are  hard,  but  we  accept  them.  In 
fact,  we  have  only  half  a  dozen  of  our  men  left  and  we 

cannot  hold  out  any  longer,  anyway.”- 

“All  right,”  said  Fred.  “Just  parade  your  men  out 
here  and  we  will  give  you  the  best  of  treatment. 

“Do  you  mean  that,  boss?” 

“I  certainly  do.  You  shall  have  justice.” 

The  fellow  departed  in  a  pleased  way  and  a  few  mo- 
iv/ : it-  later  the  survivors  of  the  gang  came  out  and  laid 
do  -  n  their  rifles  and  surrendered. 

Fred  watched  them  with  close  inferest  and  he  saw  that 
1  v-  leader,  Hogan,  was  not  among  them. 

ff-taiitiv,  Fred  called  up  one  of  the  men  and  asked: 

“<<(  Imre.  I  not  thi-  a  complete  surrender?” 


“Of  course  it  is,  boss.” 

“Well,  will  you  tell  me  where  your  chief,  Hogan,  is?” 

The  villain  turned  white  as  a  ghost  and  stammered: 

“Boss,  that  is  not  our  fault.  He  got  out  of  the  way  and 
we  could  not  stop  him.” 

“All  right,”  said  Fred,  grimly.  “The  terms  of  sur¬ 
render  are  broken  by  you  and  I  demand  the  body  of 
Hogan,  dead  or  alive,  or  I  will  give  orders  to  execute 
summary  vengeance  upon  the  whole  of  you,  and  you  know 
what  that  means.” 

The  fellow  turned  white  as  a  ghost,  for  he  knew  that 
it  meant  hanging.  But  he  went  back  to  his  comrades  and 
they  held  a  long  consultation.  It  resulted  in  nothing. 

Hogan  had  gone  and  there  was  nothing  that  could  be 
done  about  it.  lie  had  played  a  wily  part  and  when  his 
command  had  surrendered  he  had  cleverly  made  his 
escape  while  the  negotiations  were  going  on. 

It  was  a  slick  piece  of  treachery  that  could  be  expect¬ 
ed  from  such  a  villain,  anyway.  Bnt  the  avengers  were 
not  at  all  satisfied  and  the  leader,  Marshall,  said: 

“Mister,  it  is  of  no  use  our  going  home  while  that  chap 
is  at  liberty,  for  he  will  simply  get  another  band  of  rogues 
together  and  they  will  contine  to  terrify  the  country  just 
the  same.” 

“I  can  see  that  you  are  right,  Marshall.  But  what  can 
we  do  about  it,  anyway?” 

The  leader  of  the  swamp  people  was  in  a  quandary. 

It  was  certain  that  they  had  got  the  members  of  the 
outlaw  band,  but  that  was  not  all,  for  the  leader  was  at 
large.  But  they  were  made  to  parade  and  lay  down  their 
arms  and  then  they  were  placed  under  guard. 

Some  of  the  swamp  people  were  of  the  opinion  that 
they  ought  to  he  shown  no  mercy  at  all,  but  shot  down 
like  dogs.  But,  of  course,  this  was  not  shared  by  the 
majority. 

The  prisoners  were  herded  together,  with  strong  guards 
placed  over  them,  and  then  a  consultation  was  held  .as  to 
the  next  best  move  to  be  made. 

Of  course  no  one  was  ready  to  give  up  the  game  until 
they  had  captured  Hogan,  for  he  was  the  head  and  front 
of  the  swamp  gang.  Until  he  was  disposed  of  the  gang 
would  not  be  wiped  out. 


CHAPTER  X. 

•  CONCLUSION. 

It  was  finally  decided  to  send  the  prisoners  over  to 
Palm  Creek  under  strong  guard  and  then  a  party  would 
be  formed  to  continue  the  quest  for  the  villain,  Hogan. 
It  was  resolved  to  never  give  up  the  search  for  him  until 
he  had  been  found. 

The  party  which  was  formed  consisted  of  four  of  the 
swamp  men  and  the  lliree  boys,  Fred  and  Terry  and  Dick. 
They  were  to  remain  in  the  swamps  and  search  for  the 
outlaw  as  long  as  there  was  any  probability  that  he  was 
lb  ere. 


24 


FRED  FEARNOT  IN  THE  BIG  SWAMP. 


Marshall  was  in  command  of  the  four  swamp  men  and 
the  boys  were,  of  course,  on  their  own  hook. 

They  at  once  left  the  spot  and  as  the  boys  decided  that 
they  could  do  better  alone  or  by  themselves  they  let 
Marshall  and  his  men  go  their  way. 

They  returned  themselves  to  the  place  where  they  had 
hidden  the  canoe.  It  did  not  take  long  to  put  it  afloat 
and  they  paddled  away  once  more  into  the  lakes  of  the 
Everglades. 

"Well,  fellows,”  said  Fred,  as  he  made  his  paddle  ply, 
"I  think  the  chance  of  getting  the  villain,  Hogan,  is  very 
slim.  He  is  a  very  slick  fellow  and  he  can  hide  anywhere 
in  these  fastnesses  and  it  would  be  almost  impossible  to 
find  him.” 

"You  are  dead  right,  Fred,”  said  Terry.  "Yet  he  must 
be  caught  and  we  might  as  well  try  it,  for  we  would  never 
be  content  to  go  back  home  without  finishing  our  pro¬ 
ject.” 

"Exactly,”  said  Fred.  "We  will  stay  here  in  these 
Everglades  until  we  find  the  villain,  or  we  are  sure  that 
he  is  no  longer  here.” 

The  boys  had  a  ^clew,  which  was  that  the  villain  would 
go  to  the  lower  end  of  the  lake,  where  there  were  some 
of  the  poor  whites  in  settlement  and  who  were  known 
to  be  in  sympathy  with  the  band  of  robbers. 

It  was  a  paddle  of  ten  miles  and  there  was  no  doubt 
that  the  outlaw  was  on  his  wav  thither  with  a  canoe  also. 

So  the  boys  put  on  speed,  for  they  had  an  idea  that 
they  could  overtake  him. 

But  they  paddled  until  dark  and  still  they  got  no  sight 
of  the  fugitive,  and  as  they  were  tired  tfiey  pulled  up  and 
ran  the  canoe  ashore. 

"I  think  it  will  be  a  good  plan  to  camp,”  said  Fred. 
"What  do  you  say  about  it?” 

The  boys  were  willing,  and  so  they  quickly  made  camp 
on  the  sandy  shore  of  the  lake.  It  was  a  sultry  night  and 
the  air  was  filled  with  the  croaking  of  frogs  and  the  un¬ 
earthly  noise  of  swamp  inhabitants  of  all  types. 

The  boys  were  settled  down  for  the  night  and  Dick  was 
telling  Fred  and  Terry  a  story  of  his  adventures  in  the 
big  swamp  on  a  former  occasion,  when  there  was  a  rus¬ 
tling  in  the  bushes  back  of  the  boys  and  the  next  moment 
Terry  gave  a  yell  and  sprung  for  his  rifle. 

Fred  and  Dick  were  on  their  feet  with  amazement,  for 
Terry’s  strange  action  was  not  understood  by  them. 

But  Terry  had  seen  fierce  eves  gleaming  in  the  gloom 
before  him  and  he  grabbed  his  rifle  and  fired  without 
hesitation  at  them.  The  result  was  astonishing. 

There  was  a  roar  like  thunder  and  a  mighty  beast  came 
crashing  out  into  the  firelight  and  was  upon  Terry  like 
a  thunderbolt.  Only  the  fact  that  Terry’s  shot  had  been 
deadly  saved  his  life. 

The  next  moment  the  big  animal  rolled  over  and  over 
away  from  Terry  and  lay  still  on  its  back. 

It  was  dead,  for  Terry’s  bullet  had  pierced  its  brain. 

Terry  had  fired  at  one  of  the  gleaming  eyes  and  his 
aim  had  been  true.  Tt  was  certainly  a  close  call. 

But  the  hoys  all  had  their  rifles  now  and  were  on  guard 
for  another  atfack. 

It  did  not  come,  though,  for  it  seemed  that  thi 
the  only  foe  to  come  out  of  the  darkness. 

"Great  Scott!”  gasped  Terr)',  as  he  pulled  himself 
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gether,  "I  certainly  thought  it  was  all  up  with  me.  I  had 
little  time  to  shoot  and  1  had  to  shoot  straight.” 

"By  jingo!”  exclaimed  Dick.  "It  was  clever  work  on 
your  part,  Olcott.  I  could  not  think  what  you  were  up 
to.” 

"It  was  quick  work,  old  pal,”  remarked  Fred.  "Birt 
what  on  earth  kind  of  a  freak  is  that  animal?” 

The  boys  now  took  a  look  at  the  animal  and  they  saw 
that  it  was  a  member  of  the  panther  family  and  a  rare 
specimen  to  he  found  in  that  part  of  the  country. 

In  the  Rocky  Mountains  Fred  and  Terrv  had  often  shot 

%j 

them  as  mountain  lions.  The  giant  cat  was  dead  as  a  door 
post,  for  Terry’s  lucky  shot  bad  pierced  its  brain. 

The  dead  panther  was  pulled  out  of  the  camp  circle 
and  the  boys  once  more  began  to  settle  down,  for  they  bad 
no  idea,  of  course,  of  giving  up  their  camp  on  this  ac¬ 
count. 

They  once  more  sat  down  before  the  campfire,  and  now 
that  it  was  all  over  they  felt  like  laughing  over  the  ex¬ 
perience,  which  had  bad  its  funny  side. 

"I  never  saw  anybody  act  so  quick  as  Olcott  did,”  said 
Dick.  "The  expression  of  his  face  was  the  most  curious 
I  ever  saw.” 

"Great  Scott!”  exclaimed  Terry,  "T  wonder  what  you 
would  have  .thought  if  a  pair  of  blazing  eyes  bad  been 
fixed  upon  you  in  the  gloom  and  you  saw  a  huge  body  all 
crouched  to  spring  upon  you?  I  guess  you  would  have 
made  a  move  as  quick  as  mine.” 

“Oh,  no,  I  wouldn’t!”  laughed  Dick.  "I  could  never 
have  moved  so  quick  as  you  did.” 

The  boys  could  laugh  over  the  affair  now,  for  no  harm 
had  been  done,  but,  for  all  that  they  knew  that  it  had 
been  a  close  call.  * 

The  boys  now  began  to  think  of  going  to  sleep,  for  they 
were  certainly  tired  after  the  experience  of  the  clay. 

But  just  then  Fred  stopped  talking,  and  looked  around 
sharply  and  exclaimed  in  a  low  tone : 

"Hush  a  moment,  boys !  I  am  sure  T  hear  the  dip  of  a 
paddle  out  there  in  the  lake.” 

The  bovs  obeved  and  for  a  moment  thev  listened. 

— _  */  %/ 

But  Terry  said : 

"I  guess  it  is  only  some  big  alligator  swimming  across 
the  lake,  Fred.  T  hear  nothing  now.” 

But  Fred  was  not  content,  for  be  knew  that  their  rifle 
shot  might  have  been  heard  by  the  outlaws  and  if  they 
were  in  the  vicinity  they -would  surely  .come  over  to  in¬ 
vestigate  and  the  result  might  be  deadly  for  the  youths. 

I  red  had  learned  during  his  experiences  in  the  West 
among  the  Indian^  and  the  outlaws  to  take  note  of  every¬ 
thing  that  looked  suspicious,  so  he  got  up  and  walked 
down  in  the  gloom  to  the  lake. 

All  was  dark  out  on  the  surface  and  it  did  not  seem  as 
if  anyone  could  he  out  there. 

They  were  many  miles  from  any  habitation  and  the 
likelihood  of  their  fire  being  seen  by  anyone  was  remote. 

Act,  I  red  knew  that  the  outlaws  were  in  the  vicinity 
and  they  might  have  been  attracted  bv  the  rifle  shot.  He 
was  determined  to  fake  no  chances. 

li  they  were  to  he  discovered  by  the  gang  and  attacked 
in  the  night  while  in  a  helpless  state  there  would  onlv 
be  another  tragedy  of  the  Everglades. 

I  hero  was  no  doubt  that  they  would  be  murdered 
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f  F  rod  hail  not  the  least  intention  of  submitting  to  such 
;i  Hung,  so  he  waited  and  listened  for  a  long  time. 

HF  patience  was  at  last  rewarded. 

He  heard  the  paddle  again. 

|  lem  and  Dick,  who  were  skeptical,  were  half  asleep 
’  by  the  campfire,  but  Fred  suddenly  heard  the  plain  and 
steaithv  dip  of  a  paddle  and  then  a  whisper  floated  in 

from  the  lake. 


Oho !”  muttered  Fearnot,  "I  was  right.  We  are  warned 

just  in  time.  We  will  be  ready  for  our  friends,  whoever 

thev  may  be.” 

*>  »/  , 

kred  crept  back  to  the  fire  and  aroused  Terry  and  Dick, 
saying  m  a  low  tone : 


“Come,  you  lazy  fellows,  for  we  are  in  danger.  There 
is  a  canoe  out  there  on  the  lake  and  it  is  no  doubt  Hogan 
and  some  of  his  pals.” 

Of  course,  Terry  and  Dick  were  astounded. 

They  were  upon  their  feet  at  once  and  followed  Fred 
into  the  gloom  back  of  the  camp.  They  were  determined 
to  know  who  the  visitors  were  and,  if  possible,  to  make  a 
trap  for  them. 

So  thev  consulted. 


Fred  advised  a  plan  that  promised  to  make  good. 

Terry  and  Dick  thought  well  of  it. 

He  took  their  blankets  and  with  some  of  the  swamp 
grass  made  a  couple  of  dummies,  which  he  placed  in  the 
firelight.  He  then  crept  back  in  the  gloom  with  Terry 
and  they  got  their  rifles  ready. 

They  waited  for  a  long  time  before  they  saw  or  heard 
anything.  Then  they  heard  the  gentle  dip  of  a  paddle 
and  the  grating  of  the  bow  of  a  canoe  as  it  was  beached. 

Of  course,  they  were  in  suspense  now,  and  they  watched 
closely  until  they  saw  a  figure  creep  out  of  the  gloom  and 
peer  into  the  circle  of  camp  light. 

One  glance  was  enough. 

They  recognized  the  man. 

The  strange  visitor  was  no  other  then  Hogan,  the 
famous  swamp  outlaw  and  the  worst  villain  in  the  whole 

South. 

Hogan  had  a  long  knife  in  his  hand  and  the  blade 
*  gleamed  in  the  firelight.  It  gave  the  boys  the  shivers  as 
they  saw  his  purpose  and  they  realized  how  close  had  been 
their  escape.  , 

But  Fred  put  his  finger  to  his  lips  to  enjoin  silence  and 
^he  motioned  to  Dick,  who  had  half  raised  his  rifle  in  his 
excitement  to  fire  at  the  villain. 


Fred  saw  that  it  might  be  possible  to  capture  him,  and 
he  was  determined  to  do  so. 

pf  He  waited  until  he  saw  another  join  the  outlaw  chief 
and  then,  as  they  crept  up  closer  to  the  firelight,  Pred 
crept  around  to  get  behind  them. 

Tt  was  a  clever  move  and  worked  well. 

The  villains  never  dreamed  of  such  a  possibility  arm 
Hogan,  with  a  half-audible  chuckle  to  his  companion, 
drew  the  knife  blade  through  his  fingers  and  crept  toward 
the  dummies. 

The  boys  watched  with  interest,  for  they  knew  that  if 
v.a-  a  very  critical  moment.  The  villain  would  soon  find 
Ht hat  he  was  being  deceived  and  then  there  would  be  a 

revelation. 


THE  BIG  SWAMP. 


Fred  wanted  to  get  the  ruffian  without  killing  him, 
but  Dick  and  Terry  were  skeptical  and  were  eager  to 
shoot  him  while  they  had  a  bead  on  liim. 

He  was  known  to  be  slippery  and  that  he  might  have 
confederates  near  that  would  block  any  attempt  to  cap¬ 
ture  him  was  possible. 

But  Fred  did  not  abandon  his  purpose  and  he  watched 
closely  for  his  chance. 

Hogan  now  crept  into  the  circle  of  firelight  and  he  was 
like  a  shadow,  so  careful  was  he.  Nearer  he  crept  to  the 
dummies  arid  suddenly  he  lungecl  forward  and  drove  the 
knife  into  one  of  them. 

In  the  same  moment  Fred’s  voice  of  steel  came  out  of 
!  the  gloom : 

“It  is  no  use,  Hogan !  You  are  trapped  and  the  best 
thing  you  can  do  is  to  give  up,  or  we  will  bore  you  full  of 
holes.  You  are  covered  on  all  sides.” 

It  came  like  a  thunderbolt  to  the  outlaw. 

The  outlaw  chief  bounded  to  his  feet  like  a  rubber  ball 
and  he  made  no  reply,  but  sprung  away  into  the  gloom 
like  a  panther. 

But  quick  as  he  was  he  was  not  quick  enough  for  Fear¬ 
not. 

Fred  was  upon  him  like  a  flash  and  his  arms  swung 
around  his  legs  in  the  most  elegant  football  tackle  ever 
seen.  The  ruffian  went  down  with  a  crash. 

Dick  and  Terry  were  upon  his  companion  and  in  a 
twinkling  had  him  a  prisoner.  They  had  half  expected  to 
see  others  come  out  of  the  darkness,  but  they  did  not 
,  come. 

Hogan  fought  like  furv,  hut  he  was  overpowered  and 
finally  he  was  obliged  to  give  up  and  the  boys  bound  him 
securely. 

At  last  the  noted  blackmailer  and  thug  was  a  pris¬ 
oner. 

The  boys  had  accomplished  what  the  best  detectives 
of  the  whole  country  had  been  unable  to  do.  They  made 
the  capture  alive  of  the  dreaded  villain  and  murderer, 
who  was  sought  after  by  every  minion  of  the  law  in  the 
country. 

Hogan’s  companion  was  also  rendered  helpless,  ami  the 
boys  were  glad  indeed  that  there  were  no  others  to  fight, 
for  they  were  about  all  in  after  the  hard  fight  with  the 
desperado. 

Hogan  could  not  seem  to  believe  that  he  was  really  a 
prisoner  and  that  his  captors  were  the  boys  who  he  had 
declared  he  would  hang  to  a  cypress  tree  in  the  big 
swamp. 

But  he  was  helpless  and  the  boys  set  up  all  night  and 
watched  over  him,  to  make  sure  that  he  should  not  slip 
them  again. 

Tt  was  a  night  they  never  forgot. 

Of  course  there  was  no  sleep  and  when  the  first  gleam 
of  dawn  appeared  in  the  east  the  boys  were  delighted,  and 
Fred  called  out: 

“Hooray!  We  are  on  earth,  hoys,  and  we  have  the 
game,  too!” 

Hogpn  gave  Fred  a  terrible  glare  and  growled: 

“Don’t  crow,  my  young  bantam!  The  end  is  not 
yet!” 


26 


FRED  FEARNOT  IN  THE  BIG  SWAMP. 


“Oh,  I  don't,  know !”  laughed  Fred.  “It  looks  pretty 
good  to  me  at  present.  You  may  get  away,  but  I  don't 
believe  it.” 

“You  can  never  leave  the  hig  swamp  alive.  I  have  a 
hundred  men  watching  you  at  this  moment.” 

“Is  that  so?” 

“It  is.” 

“Oh,  my!  Why  don't  you  call  upon  them  then  to  re* 
lievo  you?” 

“You  will  see.  If  vou  set  me  free  of  your  own  accord 
it  will  be  all  right  for  you.  But  if  you  compel  me  to  call 
upon  my  men  for  help  I  will  have  you  flayed  alive.” 

“Oh,  you  will?” 

“You'll  see  I’m  right.” 

Fred  went  up  and  looked  the  monster  in  the  eyes. 

“You  contemptible  coward  !”  he  said.  “You  will  never 
kill  another  man  in  this  world.  Your  days'  are  numbered, 
for  there  will  be  short  shrift  and  a  quick  trial  for  you.” 

The  boys  lost  no  time,  but  with  the  coming  of  morning 
they  got  into  the  canoes  and  paddled  away  on  the  return 
to  Palm  Creek. 

In  due  time  they  made  their  way  through  all  of  the 
passages  and  channels  and  saw  the  town  before  them  at 
the  upper  end  of  the  lake. 

When  they  reached  the  landing  in  the  town  they  were 
greeted  by  a  number  of  men,  who  stared  at  them  and 
could  not  believe  their  senses.  The  report  spread  like 
wildfire,  though,  that  the  outlaw  chief  had  at  last  been 
captured. 

The  whole  town  turned  out  and  there  was  a  scene  of 
the  wildest  excitement.  The  people  wanted  to  avenge 
the  wrongs  of  their  friends  at  once  and  in  their  own  way, 
but  Fred  talked  with  them  and  at  last,  with  the  aid  of 
the  authorities,  the  prisoners  were  taken  to  the  jail  and 
held  for  a  fair  trial. 

They  got  it,  too,  hut  the  evidence  was  so  strong  that 
it  was  easy  work  for  the  jury  and  they  were  sentenced 
to  death.  The  sentence  was  executed  the  next  day  after 
the  trial. 

It  was  the  same  old  Southern  justice. 

Hogan  was  hanged  to  a  cypress  trees  in  the  manner 
he  had  hung  so  many  of  his  victims  before. 

It  was  only  justice  and  the  people  made  the  most  of  it. 
Some  had  wanted  to  make  a  horrible  example  of  the  brute 
and  burn  him  at  the  stake,  hut  the  majority,  through  the 
efforts  of  Feamot,  prevented  this. 

But  Hogan  and  his  career  was  now  only  a  memory 
and  there  was  relief  among  the  honest  people  of  the 

locality. 

Dick  Hall  and  his  mother  and  hig  sister,  Bessie,  were 
hosts  of  Fred  and  Terrv  for  a  few  days  longer,  while  the 
hoys  got  in  some  hunting  in  the  big  swamp. 


But  it  was  not  many  days  later  that  Fred  and  Terry 
decided  that  they  must  terminate  their  visit  to  Palm 
Creek  and  they  took  a  train  north  one  morning,  with  the 
whole  town  at  the  depot  to  see  them  off. 

The  boys  had  made  many  good  friends  in  Palm  Creek 
and  they  promised  to  make  another  visit. 

They  sped  away  north  to  Jacksonville  and  later  took  a 
train  for  their  home  in  New  York,  well  satisfied  with 
their  trip  to  the  wonderful  Everglades. 

THE  END. 

Bead  “FRED  FEARNOT  AND  ‘JUMPING  JACK'; 
or,  THE  BOY  WONDER  OF  THE  ATHLETES,” 
which  will  be  the  next  number  (549)  of  “Work  and 
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BRIEF,  BUT  POINTED. 


The  tower  for  the  wireless  station  to  be  erected  in  Washing¬ 
ton  under  the  contract  recently  signed  by  the  Secretary  of  the 
Navy  is  to  be  650  feet  high,  the  highest  structure  on  this  con¬ 
tinent.  This  tower  will  be  of  concrete,  fifty  feet  in  diameter  at 
the  base,  and  eight  feet  at  the  top.  The  shaft  will  b"e  hollow, 
and  will  carry  within  it  the  wires  required  for  flashing  mes¬ 
sages  3,000  miles  to  ships  at  sea.  There  will  be  no  elevator, 
but  a  staircase  will  offer  the  opportunity  to  those  who  desire 
it  to  climb  to  the  top.  The  site  for  the  tower  has  not  yet  been 
decided  on,  but  it  is  to  be  on  low  ground  and  at  some  distance 
from  the  Washington  monument,  in  order  that  it  may  not  de¬ 
tract  in  any  way  from  the  architectural  value  of  that  struc¬ 
ture.  The  antennas  will  be  two  hundred  feet  across,  and  alto¬ 
gether  will  make  an  umbrella-shaped  frame.  The  current  will 
be  one  hundred  horsepower. 

The  lead  pencil  is  one  of  the  most  common  articles  in 
every-day  use,  and  since  practically  the  only  wood  used  in  its 
manufacture  is  red  cedar,  and  since  the  pencil  industry  is 
steadily  growing  (320,000,000  are  manufactured  annually  in 
the  United  States)  the  supply  of  red  cedar  is  becoming  greatly 
depleted.  Red  cedar  has  a  soft,  straight  grain,  and  is  very 
l  free  from  defects  when  properly  grown.  Because  of  its  pecu¬ 
liar  qualities  no  good  substitute  for  it  has  ever  been  found,  and 
it  is  doubtful  of  any  other  wood  using  industry  is  so  dependent 
upon  a  single  species  as  the  pencil  industry  is  dependent 
upon  red  cedar.  It  is  the  only  wood  the  price  of  which  is 
always  quoted  by  the  pound.  The  popular  belief  is  that  the 
second  growth  red  cedar  never  reaches  marketable  size,  says 
Country  Life  in  America,  but  the  forest  Service  has  made  a 
careful  study  of  the  subject,  and  has  reached  the  conclusion 
that  itrcan  be  profitably  grown  in  regions  of  its  development. 
Some  changes  are  recommended  in  the  present  forest  manage¬ 
ment  in  order  to  secure  the  desired  growth.  In  the  Southern 
forests  it  must  have  a  better  chance  instead  of  being  consid¬ 
ered,  as  now,  a  negligible  quantity  in  its  younger  stages.  Many 
of  the  forest  grown  trees  which  are  now  cut  for  fence  posts 
can  profitably  be  left  to  attain  their  full  development,  and  thus 
become  available  for  pencil  wood. 

• 

What  is  probably  the  most  stupendous  attempt  ever  made 
by  man  to  regulate,  by  artificial  means,  one  of  the  forces  of 
nature  is  the  proposed  use  of  Lake  Superior  as  a  storage  reser¬ 
voir.  It  has  been  several  times  pointed  out  that  with  proper 
ft  y  dating  -works  at  the  outlet  of  Lake  Superior  it  Would  be 
possible  to  greatly  reduce  fluctuations  In  level  of  the  other 


Great  Lakes.  At  present  the  general  effect  of  the  works  hith¬ 
erto  carried  out  at  the  Sault — both  those  for  the  improvement 
of  navigation  and  those  for  the, development  of  water  power — 
is  to  lower  the  general  level  of  Lake  Superior.  But  by  the 
comparatively  simple  process  of  placing  regulating  works  at 
the  outlet  of  the  lake,  its  level  could  be  held  continually  at 
a  high  point,  and  the  enormous  area  of  the  lake  would  thus  be 
available  to  raise  the  level  of  the  water  in  the  lower  lakes  dur¬ 
ing  dry  seasons  of  the  year.  To  make  possible  these  controling 
works,  however,  it  will  be  necessary  to  condemn  the  water 
power  companies  now  operating  there,  or  at  least  compel  their 
operation  under  restrictions.  A  bill  was  introduced  in  Con¬ 
gress,  on  January  5th,  appropriateing  $250,000  toward  the  ex¬ 
pense  of  condemning  the  water  power  properties.  It  is  prob¬ 
able,  however,  that  by  extending  the  regulating  works  over 
the  free  channel  to  a  sufficient  extent  the  interference  with 
the  present  water  power  plants  could  be  made  comparatively 
small. 


A  FEW  SMILES. 


“You  say  he  is  leading  a  double  life?”  “He  must  be.  He  has 
promised  to  die  for  two  different  girls.” 

“Who  is  that  singing  so  dreadfully  out  of  tune?”  “It  is  my 
wife.”  “Perhaps  the  accompanist  plays  out  of  tune.”  “She  is  . 
accompanying  herself.  ” 

Caller — Sir,  I  am  collecting  for  the  Poets’  Hospital.  Will 
you  contribute  anything?  Editor — With  pleasure.  Call  to¬ 
night  with  the  ambulance  and  I  will  have  some  poets  ready. 

Mrs.  Hogan — Oi  gave  me  husband  a  loving  cup.  Mrs.  Gro¬ 
gan — Shure,  Oi  gave  Pat  sich  a  mug  thot  he’s  been  in  the  hos- 
pital  wid  it  fer  a  wake. 

Maud — Belle  doesn’t  wear  French  heels  any  more.  Her  hus¬ 
band  won’t  let  her.  Ethel — I  said  she  would  lower  herself  by 
marrying  him. 

Rural  Landlady — If  any  of  your  friends  in  the  city  are  look¬ 
ing  for  a  nice  place  I  hope  you’ll  recommend  me.  Departing 
Guest — I  don’t  know  about  friends,  but  I  have  a  few  enemies. 

Farmer  Barker — I  want  to  get  a  present  to  take  back  to  my 
wife  on  th®  farm.  Elegant  Clerk — How  would  she  like  a  pie- 
knife?  Farmer  Barker — Good  land,  young  man!  Ain’t  you 
never  been  told  you  mustn’t  eat  pie  with  no  knife? 

JKt,  -  . 

New  Lodger — Why  does  that  fellow  in  the  next  room  have  an 
alarm  clock  ringing  in  his  room  in  the  morning?  It  never 
wakes  him  up.  Old  Lodger — He  sets  it  so’s  it’ll  keep  ringing 
until  one  of  the  other  roomers  goes  in  and  calls  him. 

An  old  farmer,  who  by  hard  work  and  thrifty  habits  had  got 
together  a  small  fortune,  decided  that  the  time  had  at  length 
arrived  when  he  was  justified  in  ordering  a  family  carriage. 
He  went  to  a  carriage  builder  and  described  in  detail  the  kind 
of  vehicle  he  wished  to  buy.  “Now,  I  suppose  you  want  rub¬ 
ber  tires?”  said  the  carriage  builder.  “No,  sir,”  replied  the 
old  farmer,  in  tones  of  resentment.  “My  folks  ain’t  that  kind. 
When  they’re  riding  they  want  to  know  it.”  V 
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WILLIE  DALE’S  ADVENTURE  > 

By  KfT  CLYDE. 

7 - 

We  will  premise  by  stating  that  in  Luzerne  County,  Pa., 
resides  a  rich  and  widowed  old  gentleman,  the  possessor  of  a 
great  abundance  of  this  world’s  goods,  Everett  Harding  by 
name. 

Harding  had  married,  late  in  life,  a  young  and  comely  wo¬ 
man  who  died  two  years  later,  leaving  behind  her  a  daughter 
—the  little  Estelle — of  whom  this  story  treats  in  part. 

In  Harding’s  employ  as  gardener,  and  who  lived  within  a 
quarter  mile  of  Harding’s  princely  mansion,  w&s  John  Dale, 
the  father  of  a  numerous  family,  among  them  the  little  Willie, 
with  whom  this  story  will  deal. 

At  the  time  of  our  story  Willie  was  fourteen,  and  Estelle 
ten. 

Some  four  miles  back  of  Harding’s  residence  there  stretched 
a  low  chain  of  mountains,  unbroken,  except  by  an  occasional 
peak  that  jutted  up  higher  toward  heaven. 

To  one  of  these  peaks,  generally  spoken  of  as  the  “Sugar- 
Loaf  Peak,”  perhaps  because  in  fancy  it  resembled  the  article 
from  which  it  was  named,  Mr.  Harding  was  fond  of  retiring  to, 
the  scene  from  its  top  being  a  magnificent  one. 

In  these  excursions  he  was  almost  always  accomp^uied  by 
Estelle,  either  one  or  the  other  of  the  gardener’s  boys  accom¬ 
panying  the  father  and  daughter  to  carry  the  lunch  and  drink 
that  it  was  necessary  to  take  with  them. 

One  day  they  started  on  just  such  an  excursion,  Mr.  Harding, 
Estelle  and  Willie. 


cupied  each  time  in  gathering  them  that  she  remained  unaware 
of  my  proximity. 

“She  had  wandered  on  in  this  way  for  nearly  a  mile  over  the 
rough  mountain  path,  when  glancing  through  the  trees  I  -nw 
her  emerge  dpon  a  little  open,  level  spot,  which  crowned  a' 
slight  elevation. 

“She  crossed  it,*  and  I  saw  her  disappear  on  the  otlmr 
side.  1 

“A  moment  later  I  heard  a  shrill,  piercing  scream. 

“  ‘What  could  be-4 the  matter?’  I  questioned  myself,  hurrying 
onward  toward  where  I  had  last  seen  her. 

“Again  came  a  wild  shriek  of  terror  and  anguish  and  pain, 
so  shrill  that  it  even  penetrated  the  ears  of  the  father  so  far 
away,  as  after  events  showed. 

“As  fast  as  my  legs- would  carry  me  I  bounded  over  the  level, 
and  dashed  among  the  trees. 

“  ‘Could  it  be  a  wild  cat  that  had  attacked  her?’ 

“I  drew  my  pocket  knife,  and  as  I  ran  I  opened  the  blade, 
and  clasping  t|ie  handle  firmly,  I  inwardly  resolved  to  van¬ 
quish  the  cause  of  fear,  whatever  it  might  be,  or  perish  in  the 
attempt. 

“Finally  I  halted,  satisfied  that  I  had  gone  far  enough. 

“I  listened. 

A  strange,  flapping  noise,  such  as  is  made  by  a  lot  of  barn¬ 
yard  fowl  when  flying,  I  heard  rising  at  my  right. 

“Could  that  be  the  cause  of  the  trouble? 

“I  was  going  to  investigate  anyhow  -when  another  shrill 
scream  and  a  cry  for  help  came  from  the  same  direction. 

“Toward  the ’spot  I  recklessly  dashed,  over  rocks,  fallen 
trees — I  went  around  nothing.  I  could  not  waste  the  time. 


The  last  half-mile  of  the  approach  to  Sugar-Loaf  it  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  walk,  and  arriving  at  the  terminus  of  the  wagon  road, 
Mr.  Harding  hitched  his  horse  to  a  young  sapling,  spread  some 
sweet,  new  hay  brought  for  the  purpose  bn  the  ground  before 
the  animal,  and  then  together  they, ascended  to  the  little  tables 
of  bare  rock  which  crowned  the  peak. 

And  now  we  will  let  Willie  relate  the  story,  although,  per¬ 
haps,  we  may  couch  it  in  our  own  language,  since  it  is  written 
merely  from  memory,  and  it  would  be  impossible  to  use  exacfr 
ly  the  same  language  and  form  of  speech  that  he  did  when  tell¬ 
ing  it.  *  * 

. 

“Well,”  said  Willie,  commencing  where  we  had  left  off,  “well, 
it  was  a  splendid  morning;  the  air  was  so  clear  that  you  could 
see  a  great  distance,  and  Mr.  Harding  was  perfectly  delighted 
with  the  beautiful  and  extensive  view,  which,  with  the  aid 
of  a  small  pocket  telescope,  greeted  his  eyes. 

“Almost  always  he  used  to  devote  considerable  time  to  Es¬ 
telle,  but  that  day  he  seemed  so  entranced  as  to  forget  her 
entirely,  and  when  she,  with  her  dainty  hands,  had  spread  the 
lunch  and  informed  him  that  it  was  ready  he  bade  her  eat,  say¬ 
ing  that  he  did  not  care  for  any  lunch. 

“  ‘But  I  can’t  eat  alone,  papa,’  said  Estelle. 

“  ‘There’s  Willie,  he  will  help  you  to  demolish  the  victuals,’ 
replied  her  father,  and  so  the  little  maiden  returned,  and  I  re¬ 
ceived  an  invitation  to  join  her  at  lunch. 

“That  over,  she  arrayed  some  cold  chicken  and  other  things 
so  that  her  father  could  get  them,  should  lie  become  hungry, 
and  then  started  off  without  a  word. 

“  ‘hadn’t  I  better  go  with  you,  Estelle?’  I  asked. 

“  ‘No,  T  want  to  be  alone,’  she  replied,  and  then  rambled 
away  in  the  underbrush. 

“I  did  not  want  her  t.o  be  entirely  alone,  so  when  she  had 
disappeared  from  sight,  I  arose  from  the  log  on  which  I  had 
been  sitting,  and  followed  her  in  the  direction  she  had 
token. 

“Two  or  three  times  I  rame  suddenly  upon  her  where  she  had 
stopped,  bul  she  loved  wild  flowers  dearly,  and  was  so  preoc¬ 


“I  heard  a  low  moan  of  pain;  then  I  dashed  through  the  un¬ 
dergrowth  into  an  open  space,  and  in  the  center  I  beheld 
Miss  Estelle,  with  both  arms  raised  in  the  vain  endeavor  to 
protect  her  head  from  the  fierce  assaults  of  a  monstrous  eagle 
that  circled  around  above  her  for  a  moment,  and  then,  with  the 
swiftness  of  lightning,  swooped  down  upon  her,  bruising  and 
tearing  her  head  with  its  cruel  beak  and  merciless  talons. 

“For  a  moment  I  stood  spellbound. 

“Estelle  did  not  see  me;  but,  as  if  intuitively  aware  of  my 
presence,  she  dropped  her  arms,  and  turned  a  piteous,  appeal¬ 
ing,  ghostly-white  face- toward  me,  cried  in  agony: 

“  ‘Save  me — oh,_  save  me.’ 

“  ‘I  will!’  I  cried,  and  I  darted  forward  with  uplifted  hand, 
ready  to  strike  my  knife  into  the  heart  of  the  cruel  bird :  yet,  J 
not  quick  enough  did  I  reach  her  to  prevent  the  eagle  from 
again  pouncing  down  upon  her  now  altogether  unprotected 
head. 

The  shock  was  too  much  for  Estelle  to  stand,  and  with  a 
cry  of  pain'  and  anguish  she  sank  to  the  earth,  unconscious, 
her  pale,. upturned  face  bearing  the  still  appealing  look  with 
which  she  had  turned  toward  me. 

“'Ihe  eagle  yttered  a  shrill  scream/ as  if  gloating  triumph¬ 
antly  over  the  havofc  he  had  wrought. 

“I  stepped  across  her  body,  and,  with  a  foot  on  either  side, 
stood  and  watched  the  fierce  bird  as  it  circled  rapidly  about  my 
head,  uttering  shrill  cries  and  making  feints  of  attacking  me. 
at  times  advancing,  swooping  down  within  two  feet  of  my 
face. 


‘Again  and  again  did  I  make  a  lunge  at  him  with  my  knife, 
’mil  he  was  always  away  before  my  blow  could  take  effect 
It  was  fearful,  and  yet  there  was  a  strange  fascination  in 
watching  the  rapid  movements  of  the  bird. 

Hither,  thither  he  darted;  up.  down,  now  i>oiso<i  momon- 
taiil>,  now  down  with  a  fearful  rapidity,  a  clutch  of  his  talons 
at  my  hat,  a  lunge  with  my  knife,  my  hat  is  gone,  and  with  it 
some  hair,  which  1  knew  from  a  strange,  burning  sensation 
which  I  felt  in  my  head. 
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"l\wu  he  swooped  again,  following  up  the  advantage  lie  had 
gamed.  so  quick  that  I  could  not  use  my  knife. 

Instinctively  l  raised  my  left  arm;  it  saved  my  eyes  and 
face,  but  was  terribly  lacerated. 

Just  then  a  moan  escaped  Estelle. 


"Involuntarily,  for  I  knew  to  take  my  eyes  off  the  bird  would 
almost  be  equivalent  to  death,  I  glanced  down. 

“With  what  seemed  a  devilish  intelligence,  the  eagle  seized 
the  opportunity,  darted  down. 

“I  felt  a  terrible  shock  as  it  struck  my  head. 

"I  glanced  blindly  up,  I  saw  him  coming  again,  I  made  a 
grasps  with  my  left  hand,  I  had  caught  him  by  one  leg. 

■Cl  was  fast  becoming  oblivious  to  all  my  surroundings,  still 
I  recognized  this  fact,  a  momentary  inward  prayer,  and  1 
aimed  wildly  at  where  I  supposed  the  bird  to  be. 


**I  have  a  faint  recollection  of  wild  screams  of  pain — a  trem¬ 
or  of  my  left  arm,  a  heavy  fall  to  the  earth,  and  I  became  un¬ 
conscious.  ’  * 

‘‘When  I  came  to  it  was  to  find  Mr.  Harding  bending  over 
*me,  an  anxious  look  on  his  eatures." 

V  * 

“  ‘Miss  Estelle,’  I  gasped.  $ 

‘*  ‘She’s  all  right,  thank  goodness!’  fervently  said  Mr.  Hard¬ 
ing.  and  turning  a  little  I  saw  her,  still  white  as  death  and 
much  agitated,  but  still  herself,  although  she  scarcely  looked 
it,  her  head  being  bound  up  in  a  handkerchief. 

“A  feeling  of  bulkiness  caused  me  to  look  at  my  left  hand, 
when  I  discovered  that  it  too  wTas  bandaged. 

“  ‘My  hand?’  I  began. 

“  ‘You  cut  it,”  said  Mr.  Harding.  ‘Can  you  stand?’ 

*‘I  nodded  assent,  and  was  helped  up  by  Mr.  Harding,  and 
wffien  I  had  risen  I  saw  at  my  feet  my  late  terrible  antagonist 
— dead.  Jf  - 

f  “My  prayer  had  been  answered.  ^ 

‘‘My  wild  stroke  had  almost  severed  the  eagle’s  head  from 
his  body,  after  which  it  had  glanced  off,  inflicting  the  wound 
on  my  hand.  \ 

“Mr.  Harding  assisted  us  both  to  the  wagon,  and  drove  home 
as  rapidly  as  possible,  taking  with  him  the  three  young  pagles 
which  he  found  in  a  nest  but  a  few  feet  from  where  the  fight 
occurred,  and  which  Mis  Estelle  had  stumbled  upon,  and  had 
began  caressing  them  when  the  old  bird  attacked  her. 

“Miss  Estelle  quickly  recovered  from  her  fright,  and  her 
wounds,  although  painful,  were  not  dangerous. 

“I  did  not  escape  so  easily,  for  my  hand  became  very  much 
inflamed,  and  the  surgeons  wanted  to  cut  it  off. 

“Mr.  Harding  would  not  consent  to  it,  and  employed  the 
very  best  of  surgeons,  and  by  an  outlay  of  a  considerable 
amount  of  money,  saved  my  hand.  See,  there  is  my  memento 
of  the  affair.” 

He  pointed  to  a  frightful  scar,  extending  all  the  way  across 
the  back,  of  his  hand,  which  made  me  shudder  to  look  at. 

And  now  for  a  few  words  frcyn  Mr.  Harding  in  conversation 

with  another.  ' 


“Yes,  I  like  the  lad,  and  he’s  a  noble  one,  brave  as  a  lion, 
and  true  a  steel.  I  have  spent  considerable  money  on  him; 
sent  him  to  college;  educated  him  the  very  best;  and  he  is  a 
yo  .ng  fellow  whom  everybody  can  feel  proud  to  be  acquainted 
with.  I  shall  see  to  it  that  he  gets  along  in  the  world,  and— 
t hi  in  private— I  should  be  very  much  pleased  to  see  him 


ome 


m; 


on-ln-law.” 


Some  few  years  have  p? 
se-fcm  fond  of  each  other, 
the  day  Is  not  far  distant 
and  wealthy  heiress,  and 
oJtf  Mr.  Harding  has  dec 


used  since  then,  the  two  young  people 
and  I  think  from  all  appearances  that 
when  Willie  Dale  will  marry  the  fair 
thus  step  info  the  relationship  which 
Jared  would  please  him. 


HOW  TO  ACT  IN  A  HOTEL 


It  is  remarkable  how  few  strangers  who  come  to  the  city 
know  how  to  act  at  a  hotel.  Even  the  most  intelligent  people 
make  ludicrous  blunders.  When  a  woman  comes  alone  she  is 
paralyzed  with  fear,  and  allows  the  clerk  to  charge  her  any 
price  he  pleases. 

A  man  accompanied  by  his  vri*fe  should  not  drag  her  into 
the  crowd  that  hangs  around  the  office,  as  two-thirds  o^them 
do.  He  should  first  take  her  to  the  drawing-rooi\4-ji^^^er 
there,  and  go  to  the  office  alone.  When  he  has  rt 
been  assigned  a  room  he  should  go  and  get 

Another  great  blunder  is  not  to  ask  the 

before  looking  at  it.  Many  a  man  feels 

but  it  is  purely  business.  If  the  prim 

object,  but  there  is  no  use  complainir 

and  saying  that  he  has  been  over 

there  before  and  always  had  a  la 

< 

things  that  a  man  is  apt  to  thin 
leave. 

When  a  woman  is  alone  she  o 
that  is  necessary  is  to  take 
send  her  card  to  the  clerk,  st? 
modation  she  wants. 

This  will  greatly  help  the  cl' 
and  it  is  much  better  than  to  y 
send  down  complaints  and  bfs, 
is  wanted.  When  she  looks 
price.  If  the  boy  does  not  In' 

Despite  all  the  printed  warn* 
impossible  to  get  women  to 
;?afe.  Why?  It  is  a  mystery 
safe.  But  the  owners  prefi 
Then,  if  a  loss  occurs,  they 
but  the  hotel  management 

Another  thing,  trunks 
tries  to  get  honest  serv 
employees  are  or  alwa 


Every  hotel  asks  its  r"' 
No  woman  need  hr,  m 
alone. 

will  receive  every  a>  M 
good  service  in  theca^d* 
waiter  in  the  begirlg 
that  women  will  * 
are  served. 

A  woman  alone 
room.  It  gives 
force.  If  she  arri] 
from  someone 
she  be  carefullj 
on  the  card  tha 
here  by  Mrs. 
in  a  woman 
something  of 
tels,  but  a  kn 
embarrassment 
There  is  nevf 
If  she  wishes 
little  note  to 
to  leave,  sen 
bring  it  i 
State  r 
sent,  at 
lare  \v  j 

.  i 

Always 
have  bags! 
two  hour 


These  Books  Tell  You  Everything! 


A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 


Eacfc  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover. 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subject# 
mentioned.  _ _ _ 


THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  NEWSDEALERS  OR  WILL  PE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
TODM  THIS  OFFICE  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE.  TEN  CENTS  EACH,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.Y. 


,an  who  ai 
^-the  little  1 


MESMERISM. 

;  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap- 

j  in  rial  clings  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  ot 
quarter  mile  of  Hmagnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
the  father  of  a  nume*  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

with  whom  this  story  w?ALMISTRY. 

Af  „„„  c+rv'ALMISTRY. — Containing  the  most  ap- 

At  the  time  ot  oui  sto*  jjnes  ou  hand,  together  with 

ten.  waning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 


„  „  ,  .  „  TT>er  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 

Some  four  miles  back  of  HSjy  illustrated. 


a  low  chain  of  mountains, 

peak  that  jutted  up  higher  tow^E. — Containing  valuable  and  in- 
To  one  of  these  peaks,  gener.the  science  of  hypnotism, 


Also 

T  .  „  ,  „  .  ,  .  hods  which  are  employed  by  the 

Loaf  Peak,  perhaps  becayse  in  By  Leo  IIug0  Koch,  A.C.S. 

from  which  it  was  named,  Mr. 

the  scene  from  its  top  being  a  m;  D  FISH.— The  most  complete 
In  these  excursions  he  was  a’published.  It  contains  full  in- 


Estelle,  either  one  or  the  other  traPpi“S  aU<1  fohinS' 


panying  the  father  and  daughter  *„  ND  BUILD  A  BOAT. — Fully 

that  it  was  necessary  to  take  w’vV  *°  ^OW4. an^  sail  a 

is  little  book,  together  with  m- 

One  day  they  started  on  just  si,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

Fstelle  and  Willie  OE  AND  DRI\  E  A  HORSE. 

Describing  the  most  useful  horses 

The  last  half-mile  of  the  approD  road  ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 


eary  to  walk,  and  arriving  at  the  SAIIj  CANOES.— A  handy 
Mr.  Harding  hit  ched  his  horse  to  a  dons  for  constructing  canoes 
sweet,  new  hay  broi^ght  for  the  ptnlijlg  tkem.  fully  illustrated. 

the  animal,  and  then  together  tlieyra.  |_H^q 

of  bare  rock  which  crowned  the  peak  DREAM  BOOK _ 

And  now  we  will  let  Willie  relate  t.tiny;  also  the  true  mean- 
haps,  we  may  couch  it  in  our  own  langutW1^  charms,  ceremonies, 

merely  from  memory,  and  it  would  be  imp  .—Everybody  dreams, 

ly  the  same  language  and  form  of  speech  thuan.  This  little  book 
.  ..  together  with  lucky 

in^>  lt*  |  ,  the  book  of  fate. 

“Well,”  said  Willie,  commencing  where  we^ryone  is  desirous  of 

it  was  a  splendid  morning;  the  air  was  so  cl  at^thh^lfttle 

see  a  great  distance,  and  Mr.  Harding  was  i  own  fortune.  Tell 
with  the  beautiful  and  Extensive  view,  wh  mTTT^  ~ .  XTTX 
of  a  small  pocket  telescope,  greeted  his  eyes.  0f  jines  the  pant] 
“Almost  always  he  used  to  devote  considering  future  events 
telle,  but  that  day  he  seemed  so  entranced  A*  Anderson, 
entirely,  and  when  she,  with  her  dainty  hands,  . 
lunch  and  informed  him  that  it  was  ready  he  bars" 

ing  that  he  did  not  care  for  any  lunch.  reloping  a  good, 

“  ‘But  I  can’t  eat  alone,  papa,’  said  Estelle.  'Ations^ontained 
“  ‘There’s  Willie,  he  will  help  you  to  demolish* 
replied  her  father,  and  so  the  little  maiden  returf5^ 
ceived  an  invitation  to  join  her  at  lunch.  •■»,*  obtain  one  of 
“That  over,  she  arrayed  some  cold  chicken  an'^ou  how  to  box 

so  that  her  father  could  get  them,  should  he  ^Containing  full 

and  then  started  off  without,  a  word.  •  thletic  exercises. 

W.  Macdonald. 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — Heller’s  second  sight# 
explained  by  bis  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage*;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND. — Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

N>.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. — Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 


“  ‘hadn't  I  better  go  with  you,  Estelle?’  I  asked 
“  ‘No,  T  want  to  be  alone,’  she  replied,  and  instruction  for 
away  In  the  underbrush. 


MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

.  No*  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER. — Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  JEolian  Harp.  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or' 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No  71.  HOW*  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 


LETTER  WRITING. 

N°.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com- 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old. 

No  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
in  archery.  Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  ou  all  subjects; 
'Qg  the  best  also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction 
No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE 


“I  did  not  want  her  to  be  entirely  alone,  so  when  .  tluvv  xu  WRITE  LETTERS. — A 

..  .  ,  ,  ,  .  ,  r  ,,  .  ...  book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  vour  sweeth 

disappeared  from  sight,  I  arose  from  the  log  on  which  mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and  in  f 

been  sitting,  and  followed  her  in  the  direction  attuning  body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  voung 

♦plienble  ;  lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

taken.  %  ^  ^'•’requiring  '  No.  74.  HOW*  TO  WRITE  LETTERS 

*the  use  of  |  taining  full  instructions  for  writing 
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THE  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BOOK, — Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMr  SPEAKER. — 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

No.  79,  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No,  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  -women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO.  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated.  _  ^ 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS. — Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 
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ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  "The*  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A 'complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

No*.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No  36  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 

an\a  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,* giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage!  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 

Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No  13  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

27  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

‘aining  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
d  a  ect  F  rench  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
w<tb  many  standard  readings. 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  O 

Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  are 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation, 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  ca 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  c< 
tions  in  the  art  of  daucing,  etiquette  in  the  ball- 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  oft’ 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  ■*> 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS.— Con 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  ? 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  h 

No.  18.  IIOW  TO  BECOMr 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little 
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BIRDS  ANf 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BI1 
containing  full  instructions  for  V 
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No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DC; 

RABBITS. — A  useful  and  ins 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AT 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasel 
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Colored  Covers.  32 

155  DicK  Daresome’s  Cross  Country  Run;  or,  Winning  Out  by 
j*.  Head. 

lSC^^^wDaresome's  Perilous  Swim;  or,  A  Daring  Rescue 
/&u  who’Qi^e  Whirlpool. 
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*  quarter  mile  of  Hjls  Champion  Pitching;  or;,  Saving  the  Day 
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with  whom  this  story  Wing  Match;  or,  The  Prize  Oarsman 
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Pages.  Price  5  Cents. 

160  Dick  Daresome’s  Mistake;  or,  Losing  a  Game  to  Belle¬ 
ville. 

161  Dick  Daresome’s  Shooting  Match;  or,  The  Prize  Score  of 
the  Academy. 

162  Dick  Daresome  and  the  Gipsy  King;  or,  Saving  His 
Sweetheart. 

163  Dick  Daresome  in  Camp;  or,  In  the  Woods  with  His 
School. 

164  Dick  Daresome's  Summer  Baseball  Nine;  or,  New  Vic¬ 
tories  for  Merrivale. 
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Containing  Stories  of  Boys  Who  Make  Money. 


ten.  — 

Some  four  miles  back  of  H 
a  low  chain  of  mountains,  un 
peak  that  jutted  up  higher  ta\ 

To  one  of  these  peaks,  gene  32  PAGES. 

Loaf  Peak,"  perhaps  becayse  inor>  picking  Up  Money  in  Wall 
from  which  it  was  named,  Mr.  H 

the  scene  from  its  top  being  a  m  e  Treasure  of  the  Stranded 
In  these  excursions  he  was  a' 

Estelle,  either  one  or  the  other  y,oy’s  Big  Deai  jn  wall  Street, 
panying  the  father  and  daughter  who  Bought  Everything, 
that  it  was  necessary  to  -take  w  iie  Youngest  Firm  in  Wall 
One  day  they  started  on  just  sv 


Estelle  and  Willie. 
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188  After  Big  Money;  or.  Turning  the  Tables  on  the  Wall 
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190  Ralph  Roy’s  Riches;  or,  A  Smart  Boy’s  Run  on  Wall 

Street  Luck. 

191  A  Castaway’s  Fortune;  or,  The  Hunt  for  a  Pirate’s  Gold. 
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The  last  half-mile  of  the  approU  rr 
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Mr.  Harding  hitched  his  hoyse  to  QqnTAINING  STORIES,  SKETCHES,  ETC.,  OF  WESTERN  LlFE 


sweet,  new  hay  brought  for  the  pui 
the  animal,  and  then  together  theyja. 
of  bare  rock  which  crowned  the  peal 

And  now  we  will  let  Willie  relate 
haps,  we  may  couch  it  in  our  own  lan\ 
merely  from  memory,  and  it  would  be 
ly  the  same  language  and  form  of  speee  ’ 
ing  it. 

“Well,”  said  Willie,  commencing  when 
it  was  a  splendid  morning;  the  air  was  t  _ 

see  a  great  distance,  and  Mr.  Harding  wa°r’,  a  °  a° 

with  the  beautiful  and  extensive  view,  whc 
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the  Grizzly. 

343  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Half-Breed  Trailer;  or,  The 
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of  a  small  pocket  telescope,  greeted  his  eyes.  0f 
“Almost  always  he  used  to  devote  consider’ 
telle,  but  that  day  he  seemed  so  entranced  161*, 
entirely,  and  when  she,  with  her  dainty  hands,--  — - _ -  -  _ - - - == 

lunch  and  informed  him  that  it  was  ready  he  barvrrwi  a  TVfTT  \  fi XT’  TVTTT^VTT^ PP  C« 

ing  that  he  did  not  care  for  any  lunch.  A  ^  ^  R  ‘  XtO 

“  ‘Rut  I  can’t  eat  alone  nana  ’  said  Facile  'm  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
iut  l  can  t  eat  a  e,  papa,  said  Estelle.  ^  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  w  ant  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by 

“  ‘There’s  Willie,  he  will  help  you  to  demolish^  SAME  AS  MONEY. 

replied  her  father,  and  so  the  little  maiden  retuF1^ . 

ceived  an  Invitation  to  join  her  at  lunch.  v  vr  v  lr  1  Qrt 

“That  over,  she  arrayed  some  cold  chicken  an^,<>l’Te,  *  eW.  01  *  . . . 

so  that  her  father  could  get  them,  should  he  fe@0n^or  pleise  send  me: 

and  then  started  off  without  a  word.  thletk . . . . . . 

“  ‘hadn’t  I  better  go  with  you,  Estelle?’  I  asker*v3 . - . . 

“'No,  I  want  to  be  alone,’  she  replied,  and  . . . . . 

away  in  the  underbrush. 

“I  did  not  want  her  to  be  entirely  alone,  so  wlief 
disappeared  from  sight,  I  arose  from  the  log  on  whi.^V  * 


been 
taken. 

“Two  or  i 
stormed,  but 


ittiug.  and  followed  her  In  the  direction 


,,v.  Nos. 


iree  times  I  came  suddenly  upon  her  whc 
she  loved  wild  ilowe 


»thi 

kfi 

I 


dearly,  and  was  «  No . Town, 


AND  WIN. 


WORK 

'Tlie  liest  'VVeelvl  y  PublisliecI, 

READ  ONE  AND  YOU  WILL  READ  THEM  ALL. 


roTfffiu  LATEST  ISSUES: 

ICC  ta-  ij  ^^ot’s  Star  Quarter-Hack.;  or.  The  Trick  that  Won  the 

loo  Dick  Dam 

or.  After  the  Train  Wreckers. 

Grit. 


"  S'  i 

r-J. 


a  h purl  -  and  “Railroad  Jack”  .  .  _  . 

jl  neaa.  t  i»jav|ng  Half-Hack;  or.  Winning  the  Game  by  Grit. 

Dares  and  the  Shadow  Hand;  or,  Solving  a  Strange 
'Alll  who  Ol-’ie  g  Sixty-Yard  Run  :  or,  Champion  of  the  Football 

.  /-the  little  1£SC 

In  T4ovrlinos*f>  d  the  Town  Bully  :  or,  Taming  a  Young  Giant, 
in  Hanling^5^  10tl)au  Stars:  or,  Up  Against  a  College  leam. 

quarter  mile  Of  H*.,the  Trapper’s  Hoy  ;  or.  Hunting  in  the  North- 
the  father  Of  a  nuniL^g  Jce  King;  or.  Heating  the  Champion 

with  whom  this  story 
At  the  time  of  our 
ten. 


Duel ;  or.  Forced  to  Fight  a  foreigner. 
Vood  HavVks"  ;  or.  The  Mystic  Hand  of 


Some  four  miles  back 
a  low  chain  of  mountain, 
peak  that  jutted  up  higher 
To  one  of  these  peaks,  ge 
Loaf  Peak,”  perhaps  becayse 


a!  ;  or.  The  Hoy  Who  Won  the  Prize, 
untry;  or,  A  Thousand  Miles  on 


ter;  or,  Keating  the  Dutch  Boy 
uide  ;  or,  On  .  Snowsboes  in  the 
iif"  :  or,  The  Search  for  a  Run- 
or,  The  Reign  of  Terror  in 


A  Helping  Hand  to  the  Poor, 
ar ;  or,  On  the  Road  with  a 

‘runkard ;  or,  His  Greatest 

ised  Through  Three  States. 
• ;  or,  Teaching  Him  Inde- 


501  Fred  Fearnot’s  High- Dive  ;  or.  Showing  Them  How  to  Swim. 
o<)2  Fred  Fearuot  and  the  Hoy  Puzzle  ;  or,  The  Pitcher  He  Could 


not 


The 

or, 


Secret  Symbol 
Five  Days  in 


of  Six. 
Monte- 


The  Boy  Who  Never  Had 
The  Sharpers  of  Battery 


t 

L  •  » 


pui“ 

ey.a 


u. 


mes  with  His  Friends, 
tig  a  Hot  Hall  Game. 
Hermit  of  Spirit  Lake, 
er ;  or,  Putting  Them 

The  Little  Queen  of 


e; 


ut  in  the  Ninth. 
Rough  Life  ou 


Prick 


the 

that  Turned  the 


Champion  Swimmer, 
ing  a  Friendly  Dis- 

r  Young  Nine  the 

ege  Champions, 
ing  a  Baseball 
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508 
500 

510 
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520 
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520 
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533 
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537 

538 
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540 
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544 


or,  Trying  Out  His  New  Yacht. 
Hail  ;  or,  How  He  and  Terry  Won 

or,  Winning  the  Marathon 


Fred  Fearnot’s  Steal  Home;  or.  The  Trick  That  FooU 
Fred  Fearuot  and  the  Hoy  Wrestler ;  or.  Coaching 


Hit. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Cup  Defender 
Fred  Fearnot  Playing  Inside 
the  Game 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Endurance 

|  J  fj  * 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Pinch  Hit  :  or.  Anything  to  Win  the  Game. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  “White  Dragon";  or,  H*s  Great  Motor-Car  Run. 

Fooled  Them  All. 
an  Athletic 

Fred1' Fearnot’s  “Hit-and-Run”  Hoys;  or,  A  Hot  Game  All  the 
Way. 

Fred  Fearnot  Shadowed;  or.  Hunted  for  His  Life. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Man  of  Muscle:  or.  Meeting  His  Match 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Touchdown  :  or.  Pulling  the  Game  out  by  Grit. 
Fred  Fearuot’s  Double  Duel  ;  or.  Settling  a  Question  of  Honor. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Headstrong  Half-Back:  or.  Subduing  an 
Uglv  Player. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Best  Trick  :  or.  Fooling  Them  All. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Blocked  Kick  ;  or,  The  Play  that  Won  the  Cham¬ 
pionship. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Night  of  Terror:  or.  In  Deadly  Danger. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Desperate  Stand  :  or,  Winning  in  the  Last  Half. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Foes:  or.  Standing  on  1 1  is  Guard. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Staid  for  .Justice:  or.  The  Only  Way  to  Win. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Diamond  Skates:  or,  The  Race  That  Lost  Him  a 
Friend. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Tussle  With  Toughs;  or,  Holding  Out  for  His 
Rights. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Norwegian  :  or  Using  Skis  to  Save  a  Town. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Jealousy:  or.  Peating  Out  a  Rival. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Ice  Brigade  ;  or.  Running  a  Mid-Winter  Carnival. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Big  Heart :  or.  Working  as  Avenger. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Rescue  of  Evelyn  :  or.  Racing  at  a  Mile  a  Minute. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Best  Friend:  or.  How  His  Mother  Saved  Him. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Ice  Champ  on  :  or.  Skating  for  Gold  and  Glory. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Lucky  Shot;  or.  Getting  the  Best  of  a  Foe. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Snow-Shoe  Boys  :  or.  Six  Days  in  Labrador. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  "Silent  Five”  :  or.  After  Basket-Ball  Hon¬ 
ors. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Hall-Boy:  or.  The  Great  Hotel  Mystery. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Hockey  Team  :  or.  Out  to  Win  the  (’up. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Sl'de  for  Life:  or.  Lost  in  the  Great  Blizzard. 
Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Shims:  or.  The  Mystery  of  a  Great  C’ity. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Fight  With  the  Dons:  or.  Lively  Times  in  Mexico. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boy  Hunter:  or.  A  Trip  to  the  Fur  Country. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  “Broadway  Bob”  :  or.  Saving  a  Young  Man 
from  Ruin. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Baseball  Stars;  or.  Winning  the  Opening  Game. 
Fred  Fearnot’s'  Temperance  War:  or.  Cleaning  Up  a  Bad  Town. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  “Little  Iron-Arm";  or,  The  Boy  Wizard  of  the 
Diamond. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  Ring  Master:  or.  Training  a  Boy  Acrobat. 

54  5  Fred  Fearnot’s  New  Delivery:  or  Giving  Them  a  Hard  Curve. 

5  4  6  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  "Night  Raiders”:  or.  A  Terrible  Time  at  T.mkville. 
547  Fred  Fearnot’s  Inside  Game;  or,  Plaving  to  Win  All  the  Way. 

5  48  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Big  Swamp:  or.  Exciting  Times  iu  the  Everglades. 


from  which  it  was  named,  Mr. 
the  scene  from  its  top  being  a  n 
In  these  excursions  he  was  £ 

Estelle,  either  one  or  the  other  \ 
panying  the  father  and  daughte; 
that  it  was  necessary  to  take  w 

One  day  they  started  on  just  si 
Estelle  and  Willie.  ^ 

The  last  half-mile  of  the  approc  - 
sary  to  walk,  and  arriving  at  the 
Mr.  Harding  hitched  his  horse  to  af; 
sweet,  new  hay  brought  fof  the  p1 
the  animal,  and  then  together  they 
of  bare  rock  which  crowned  the  peal 
And  now  we  will  let  Willie  relate 
haps,  we  may  couch  it  in  our  own  lant 
merely  from  memory,  and  it  would  be 
ly  the  same  language  and  form  of  speec  ’ 
ing  it.  ;  ’  \ 

“Well,”  said  Willie,  commencing  wher-r 
it  was  a  splendid  morning;  the  air  was 
see  a  great  instance,  and  Mr.  Harding  wa*. 

web  the  b*  i  .itiful  and  extensive  view,  wh  address  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 
of  a  3mall  pocket  telescope,  greeted’ his  eyes.  ^ 

“Almost  "always  he  used  to  devote  consider^ 
telle,  but  that  day  he  seemed  so  entranced  1 
entirely,  and  when  she,  with  her  dainty  hands, 
lunch  and  informed  him  that  it  was  ready  he  baq$ 
ing  that  he  did  not  care  for  any  lunch. 


24  Union  Square,  N.  Y. 


ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 


‘But  I  can’t  eat  alone,  papa,’  said  Estelle. 


/  /sdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
,ra  th  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  w  ant  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  by 

“  ‘There’s  Willie,  he  will  help  you  to  demolish^ AiME  AS  M0NEY*  j 

replied  her  father,  and  so  the  little  maiden  retur1^ . 

ceived  an  invitation  to  join  her  at  lunch.  *V  ^  \  New  York.  . 190 

“That  over,  she  arrayed  some  cold  chicken  an-^or  which  please  send  me: 

so  that  her  father  could  get  them,  should  he  tConf . 

and  then  started  off  without,  a  word.  i  thletfc 

“  ‘kadn’t  I  better  go  with  you,  Estelle?’  I  &ken*v  ? 

“  ‘No,  T  want  to  be  alone,’  she  replied,  ami 
away  in  the  underbrush. 


jn  Nos. 
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“I  did  not  want  her  to  be  entirely  alone,  so  wher  . 

disappeared  from  sight,  I  .arose  from  the  log  on  wlu.'-V  ■  •  • 

been  sitting,  and  followed  her  in  the  direction  8 1  i\os. 

V 

token.  % 

“Two  or  three  times  I  came  suddenly  upon  her 
stopped,  but  she  loved  wild  flowers  dearly,  and  was  t  <?•••• 


Town 


State 


•  * 


